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A MARYKNOLL ANNUITY 


will slay 
these six little mice, 
who nibble your income in a thrice. 


1. Depression 

2. Recession 

3. Stock Slump 

4. Pocr Investment 
5. Bank Failure 

6. Thieves 
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THE MARYKNOLL FATHERS, 
MARYKNOLL P.O., N.Y. 


Thanks for letting the cat out of the bag. Please 


send me your free bocklet “The Maryknoll Annuity,” which explains what 
an Annuity is and how it works, 
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MARYKNOLL 


An American foundation 
for foreign missions which 
includes two distinct Soci- 
eties, one for priests and 
Brothers, and one for 
Sisters. 


TheMaryknollFathers 


The Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America 
Inc. (legal title) 

Most Rev. J. E. Walsh, M.M., 
Superior General 

Established by action of 
the United States Hierarchy, 
assembled at Washington, 
April 27, 1911. 

Authorized by His Holi- 
ness Pius X, at Rome, June 
29, 1911. Final Approval by 
Pope Pius XI, May 7, 1930. 

“Maryknoll,” in honor of 
the Queen of Apostles, has 
become the popular designa- 
tion of the Society. 

Object—to train Catholic 
missioners for the heathen, 
and to assist them in their la- 
bors in the mission fields as- 
signed to the Society by the 
Holy See, with the ultimate 
aim to develop a native clergy 
in lands now pagan. 





Central Administration and Ma- 
jor Seminary, Maryknoll P.O., 
N.Y., near Ossining, N.Y. 


Maryknoll Novitiate, Bedford 
P.O., Mass. 

Maryknoil College, Clarks Sum- 
mit, Penna. 

Maryknoll Preparatory College, 
Mt. Washington Sta., Cincinnati, O. 

Maryknoll Preparatory College, 
Mountain View P.O., Calif. 

San Francisco, Calif., at 1492 
McAllister St., corner of Scott, 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 
South Alvarado St. 

San Juan, Calif., San Juan Bau- 
tista Mission. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 E. Jef- 
ferson St. 

New York City, at 103 Park 
Ave., near 41st 

Detroit, Mich., at 1219 Merrick. 

Akron, Ohio, at 1075 W. Mar- 
ket St. 

Webster Groves, Mo., The Mary- 
knoll Fathers. 

House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at via Sardegna, 83. 


Stanley, Hong Kong, Maryknoll 
House. 


MISSIONS OF THE 
MARYKNOLL FATHERS 


See section, ‘““The Month 
with the Missioners.” 





The Maryknoll Sisters 
See Sisters’ page for di- 
rectory. ; 
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k THE MARYKNOLL ASSOCIATES x 


Maryknoll has no mere subscribers to its magazine. 


Every person who enrolls by the 


payment of $1.00 becomes a MARYKNOLL ASSOCIATE for one year and, in addition to 
receiving THE Fiecp Arar, is a member of the Society, sharing in 11,000 Masses yearly 
‘and in the labors, sacrifices, and privations of the missioners. 


A PERPETUAL ASSOCIATE makes payment of $50, either immediately or in in- 


stallments within a period of two years. 
Associate. 


A deceased person may be enrolled as a Perpetual 


A MARYKNOLL BENEFACTOR is one who has assisted to the extent of $1,000 and 


becomes by this fact a Perpetual Associate. 


A MARYKNOLL FOUNDER is one who has provided a sum of $5,000 or more; such a 
person likewise becomes by this fact a Perpetual Associate. 


NEW MARYKNOLL PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 


Living: Reverend Friends, 2; J. W. D. & Rela- 
_— M. E. G. & Relatives; A. M. & Relatives; 
T; & are M:: Es McD. & Relatives; 
Bag a B. & Relatives; H. M. & yes es 
A: LE ited, & Relatives; Mr. and —_, A. J; Hi: 
& Family; Mr. and Mrs. A. J. O.; & Rela- 
tives; OM. & Relatives; E. MeN. x 5 Tsar 
Cc. S. T. & Relatives; Mrs. W. L. Tes 8 Ree: 5. 
oo WW. AS 8. & ru” ge M. D. & Relatives; E. 
pie & Relatives; ig O’C. & Relatives; B 
ar & Relatives; Mrs. Mw & Relatives; C. M. M. 
& Relatives; F. S. & | Bae Bab A. O. & Relatives; 
G. D. & Family; F. Z. & Relatives; J. L. O. & 
Relatives; E. C. S. & Relatives; M. D. & Rela- 
Gress Mrs. H. S. & Relatives; M. D. & Relatives; 
- Dk ear L. R.; C. T. & Relatives; 

L: a K. Relatives; B. F. F. & Relatives; M. C. 
& eet: C. M. B. & Relatives; P. G, & Fam- 
ily; B. M. & Relatives; Relatives — L. C.; Rela- 
tives of H. B.; Relatives of C. v3 & 
Relatives; R. J.C. & aes B. AW. & Relatives: 

; Mrs. P. E. M. & Relatives; D . McM 


E. C.; A. G. O.; Mrs. J. W. & Relatives; A. P. 
&* Relatives; L. H. & Relatives; T. M. & Rela- 
tives; M. M. R. & Relatives; K. F. F. & Rela- 
tives; C. D. & Relatives; Mrs. “e H. O’N. & 
Relatives; T. S. R. & Relatives; F. C. & Rela- 
tives; T. C. G. & Relatives; J. Es & ota Mrs. 
M. L. & Relatives; L. A. Relatives; M. G. 
& Relatives; A. M. F. & Relatives; A. T. McC. & 
Relatives; A. M. F. & Relatives; C. M. K.; H. 
C. K; Mrs. G. L. M. & Relatives; S. S. & Rela- 
tives; Relatives & Friends of Mrs. D < ? 
B. & Family; B. S. & Relatives; K. V. C. & Rela- 
tives; J. C. O’N. & Relatives; C. C. & Relatives. 


Deceased: Souls in Purgatory at the request of M. 
D.; C. Murphy; J. Bollo; E. Clinton; M. A. Wils- 
zewska & Relatives; F. Mahoney; M. A. McCon- 
ville; H. J. & wr Miller; Friends of Mrs. T. J. C.; 
if Harris, Jr.; A., C., J.. & W. Nolan; W. Dunn;. 
M. E. Reilly. 





The list of recently deceased Mary- 
knoll Associates appears on page 203. 
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Tribute 


eon guards of firemen and policemen kept vigil day and night about the remains of 
Rev. Gerard A. Donovan, Maryknoll Missioner slain in Manchukuo, when the body passed 


through San Francisco. The city’s Catholics paid Father Donovan the homage shown the 
remains of Father Damien, the leper hero of Molokai. See page 218. 
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PE had just hung 
out our dripping 
bathing suits and 
taken to our tree. 

And, hardly in 
our places, Don 
said — he always 
opened the con- 
versation— 
“What are you 
going to be when 
you grow up?” 

Don was my pal. We were ne:gh- 
bors — more, we we¢re shadows. 

As to what I was going to be 
when I grew up, I wasn’t so sure. 
The railroad passed near our 
house. Often I thought what fun 
it would be to drive an engine; 
imagine being paid for sitting at 
a window all day! And engineers 
probably drove all over the coun- 
try. 

Then Eddie, the man who sat 
on top on the rear of the hook and 
ladder, lived near us. He wore a 
right smart uniform and always 
smiled at us youngsters. Everyone 
waved to him as he speeded by 
to the fires. 

Perhaps Eddie’s job would be 
better. Still—to drive a train? It 
was hard to decide. 

And so we just sat while I tried 
to find my answer. The large elm 
shaded both our houses. In its 
forks we had built each a seat. Of 
course Don’s throne was a little 
higher up than mine. To these 
seats we stole, and talked and 
talked and talked. It seemed so 
silent up there. We said we were 
like hermits, who went away from 
the world. We were like those 
men in the books who climbed up 
mountains to be alone. And be- 
cause it was so quiet up there, we 
leaned over near to each other and 
talked low and tried to be very 
still so the birds would stay with 
us 




















“Well,” I said at last, “first you 
tell me what you are going to be.” 
Swift as a flash he said, “A 
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Tree-Sitters 


“Lucky the man,” I often say 
to myself, ‘‘who as a boy had 
a place near Don in the elm 
tree.’’ 








priest!” 

My, I thought, a priest! “A 
priest?” I gasped. 

“Yuh! But not a priest to live 
here in Lakeville. I’m going to be 
a priest who goes to China, who 
likes to walk a lot from town to 
town, and who carries a pack on 
his back, and says Mass in little 
rooms, and speaks Chinese to the 
Chinese just as I speak English to 
you. I’m going to be a mission 
priest.” 

“Whew!” I said to myself, and 
my head spun. “A mission priest!” 

“Whew!” I said to Don, “That’s 
wonderful, Don! My, Id like to 
be like you, Don, but—TI don’t 
know, Don, if I could be like that.” 

And we said nothing to each 
other for a while, and Don just 
looked out far through the 
branches. And I looked at Don 
and I said to myself, “My, I’d 
like to be like Don, but I don’t 
know if I could be like that.” 

But somehow, as we sat very 
quiet and made no move lest the 
birds fly away, it seemed as if be- 
ing a priest like that was like being 
up in the elm tree; it was like 
climbing up from everything down 
below, and being where the air was 
very peaceful and happy and 
where everything was beautiful 
and where nothing made you 
angry or ashamed or afraid. 





I don’t remember how long we 
stayed that day in the elm tree, 
but it was quite a while. Then we 
climbed down, and the years went 
by, and now here I am at Mary- 
knoll. 

I have found out that being a 
priest is not exactly like being in 
the elm tree. The air will not al- 


OPPORTUNITIES FOR CONVERSIONS LIE AT OUR DOORS, 


ways be peaceful, and there will 
be many unpleasant things that are 
not very beautiful. I fear, too, 
that there will be things that may 
make me feel at least a little angry 
or ashamed or afraid—for I am 
still myself, just poor I. 

But again, being a mission priest 
is going to be very much like be- 
ing in the elm tree. There will be 
many long walks, which will 
muddy us up, and loads to carry, 
on our shoulders or on our minds, 
and pinching poverty which will 
find us saying Mass in little rooms. 

But, after all, it is not how tired 
your muscles are, or what is on 
your clothes or on your back or 
on your mind, or how poor you 
are, or how hard it is to express 
yourself, that counts. 

Rather, it is what we were in 
the elm tree. There, as I look 
back on it, it was even more beau- 
tiful than I ever understood. We 
climbed into the elm, and we 
climbed into our fairest dreams; 
and, like light, helping zephyrs, 
each dream lifted us to a still finer 
height. We freed ourselves of 
earthy things, and we looked off 
into the peerless light of life’s 
loveliest ideals. 

Indeed, as I approach the priest- 
hood and see the missions ahead, 
often I am startled to find myself 
sitting in the elm tree, dreaming 
with Don. And I see the priest- 
hood and the missions a continu- 
ation of those dreams. 





I met Don when last I was in 
Lakeville. He is to be married 
next June, because now he drives 
an engine on the railroad near our 
homes. I shook his grimy hand 
till I almost broke it. 

“Yuh,” he said to me, “I love that 
elm tree. I’m going to tell my chil- 
dren some day that the things I 
thought of up there in it made a 
friend of mine look out between 
the branches to something very 
fine beyond.” 


BUT FEW OBSERVE THEM. 








196 





THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


Summer Morning Meditation 


FEEL wide awake this 
morning, because it wasn’t 
too hot to sleep last night. 
I’m going to sit down and 
make a real meditation, if 
I can decide on a subject. 
“How unsearchable are 
Thy ways, O Lord!” That 
sentence has been recurring to me often 
of late, although I’m not sure these 
are the exact words in the book. Good 
subject for meditation: the unsearch- 
able ways of the Lord. Guess I'll just 
ponder on that idea and consider its 
ramifications and implications. God is 
almighty, and anything He wills to do is 
thereby done. Why are so many good 
things that He could do left undone? 
Take these millions of Chinese, for in- 
stance. .. 








Ha! I thought I was down in chapel 
pretty early this morning, but there is 
Grandma Wong already, teetering in 
on her old-fashioned stump feet. Re- 
markable about that old lady—when her 
family joined the Church, how bitter 
she was! Scolded them day and night. 
Promised to haunt them the rest of 
their lives, if they didn’t give her a 
proper pagan funeral. The more they 
coaxed and argued, the more joss and 
money-paper she burned. Then she sud- 


Bishop Adolph. Paschang, our Mis- 
sourian who directs the fortunes of 
the Vicariate of Kongmoon, does a 
little talking to himself as he talks 
to the Lord in his Kongmoon chapel. 








denly decided to be a Catholic. Never 
would say what made her change her 
mind; probably doesn’t know herself. 
A striking instance of the unsearchable 
ways of the Lord. Since her conver- 
sion she is as hot-hearted a Christian as 
she was devil worshiper before. Her 
folks think they are pretty good be- 
cause they come to Mass on Sundays, 
but she hobbles over from the other 
side of town every morning. If she 
hadn’t been so zealous in her supersti- 
tions, she very probably would not be 
such a good Christian now. But why 
did the Lord let her get so old before 
moving her heart? He certainly im- 
planted solidly in her heart the spirit of 
belief in religion, but why did He al- 
low her to believe so long in the wrong 
things? Was it her stubbornness? Or 
was it because we didn’t use the right 
method to convert her, or didn’t we pray 
enough? Well, it makes little differ- 
ence now, because everything is evident- 
ly going to turn out all right in the 
end—as the unsearchable ways of the 
Lord will do. 


Ah, I can tell without looking who 
is doing that half-aloud praying, with 
all the sighs and groans. That’s Mrs. 
Chan. Her good-for-nothing son gives 
her reasons enough to groan. Another 
case I don’t understand. When he was 
in school here, he was a good kid, and 
now he is as ornery as he can be. He’d 
pawn his mother’s shoes to get a dime 
to gamble; and he mighty rarely comes 
to church. And yet, he goes around 
bragging that he is a Catholic and gets 
into fights with his low-down compan- 
ions over religious arguments. He’s 
got the Faith, but I pray the Lord to 
move him to some works. Ai-ya! that 
roof beam! First time I noticed it is 
so eaten by white ants. Must have a 
new beam put in before the tiles rattle 
down on somebody’s head. That’s how 
the money goes. 


Clack-clack. Ah-See, the honorable 
Mass-server. On time, this morning! 
But he will wear wooden clogs in spite 
of my telling him so often to wear 
shoes to serve Mass. Reckon I'll have 
to buy a pair of shoes, boy-size, and 
keep them in the sacristy for ceremonial 
purposes only. Good kid, Ah-See, even 
though he does clack his clogs heavily 
on the brick floor. Ah, he remembers 
now, and is trying to slide along softly. 





WE CANNOT LOVE CHRIST AND BE INDIFFERENT TO SOULS. 
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July-August, 1938 


He comes every morning during vaca- 
tion time to serve Mass and gets noth- 
ing for it but scoldings. I’ll have to 
think of something to give him that 
will tickle his heart, just to show that 
he is appreciated. 


Oh-ho, there is Lui, from thirty miles 
away. He must have come to town 
late last night. Will probably want to 
go to Confession. And after Mass an- 
other hard-luck story. That family has 
more troubles! I wonder what now— 
somebody real sick, the roof blew off, 
the buffalo broke a leg, the hogs died 
of cholera, or what? They are hard 
workers, too. I’ve helped them several 
times, and so have the Christians, and 
then some other misfortune hit them. 
And that rich pagan brother of his is 
always nagging him for being so stead- 
fastly Christian. “I believe in nothing,” 
he. says, “and have plenty of money; 
you believe in God and have nothing but 
bad luck.” How unsearchable are Thy 
ways, O Lord. Lui has a good come- 
back. He says, “When I lose money, 
God gives me good friends; when you 
make money, people hate you. If I 
had money, I should be as proud and 
unbearable as you, and nobody would 
like me, not even the Lord.” 


There is Mrs. Tsoi, with her pride 
and joy astride her back. I always 
feel uneasy in the presence of that lady 
—as if the Lord and myself are on trial 
before her. If we can do what she 





THE KNOWLEDGE OF CHRIST MUST 


STRINGLESS shoe can halt 
your walk. A “Stringless” 
Gift makes Maryknoll go. 








wants us to do, she will take our word 
that the Cathclic Church is the true re- 
ligion. She hasn’t said so in that many 
words, but it’s evident from what she 
does say. Husband is a fair Christian, 
but she wouldn’t come near the church 
until her baby son began to have trou- 
ble with his eyes. She’s afraid he’s go- 
ing blind, and expects me with the 
Lord’s help to stop it. So far I seem 
to have little help. I have tried every 
remedy in my dispensary, and the kid’s 
eyes are no better. And I have cured 
more serious cases than this, when a 
person’s faith didn’t apparently depend 
on it. Well, I’m not giving up, no mat- 
ter how doubtful she is. But it will 
please me a lot, if the Lord makes my 
medicine work, just to show her. 


Ah, the old beggar woman from the 
corner! She’s come to hold me to my 
promise to take her in and give her rice 
to the end of her days. Don’t know 
where I’ll get the money, unless I quit 
smoking, and don’t buy the pipe I want 
since I bit the stem off my old one. 
Reckon it would be better for me, any- 
way, if I stopped smoking. I’ll surely 
miss the old pipe. It helps me think 
when I’m in a pinch, and to keep my 
temper down in an argument. It cer- 
tainly helped me the day I bit off the 
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stem. Old Fung, with his persistent 
demands that I help him in his foolish 
lawsuit, was getting on my nerves. No 
doubt, my refusal was getting on his 
nerves, too. He was very impertinent, 
and when he made that outrageous re- 
mark about quitting the Church if I 
didn’t help him, I jumped up to ex- 
plode my wrath upon him. I clamped 
my jaws so tight that I crushed the 
end of my pipe stem. This distressful 
accident was a diversion that broke the 
tension between us, and we both cooled 
down quickly. He even offered to give 
me his old pipe. Before he left he was 
beginning to see reason in my argu- 
ments. Again the unsearchable ways of 
the Lord! If I hadn’t had a pipe in 
my mouth to bite the stem off of, I 
should probably have bitten the head 
off old Fung. As it is, we are still 
friends, and he is ashamed of his un- 
fair remarks. Yes, I guess I can find 
rice some other way for the old beggar 
woman, and stick to my smoking. And 
keep my~temper in control, too. 


Time for Mass. What a meditation! 
If I didn’t watch the door so much to 
see who is coming in, I might be able 
to concentrate and meditate. Oh yes, I 
must announce the death of Mrs. Leung 
and ask prayers for her. Those good 
people out there think I have been ab- 
sorbed in profound prayer for the last 
half hour, and I haven’t had two con- 
secutive spiritual thoughts. I must do 
better tomorrow. 





GO TO MEN THROUGH MEN, 
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HIS is not a questionnaire, so 
don’t trouble to answer when 
we ask with the proverbial poet, 
“What is so rare as a day in 


June?” Forgive us if we hasten 
to reply for you with a touch of 
pride, “A day in July or August 
at Maryknoll”—at any one of sev- 
eral Maryknolls. 

True, the heat and humidity at 
Maryknoll-in-Cincinnati, or St. 
Louis, or Detroit, may not prom- 
ise happiness. But let’s think of 
Maryknoll-on-the-Hudson, or 
Maryknoll-in-Clarks Summit, 
Pennsylvania, or Maryknoll-in- 
Bedford, Massachusetts, or Mary- 
knoll-in-Los Altos, California. 

True, even at these Knolls there 
are hours that are hot. But what 
matter the heat at Bedford, if 
after the day’s work one may cool 
off in the cool waters of the Con- 
cord as it gambols through our 
pastures? Why worry about heat 
at the Home Knoll with the Hud- 
son and the not-too-distant Sound 
so inviting? And fie on heat at 


LAST 


The Road 
to 
Maryknoll 


Follow this road map 
on any bright summer 
day and enjoy a glimpse 
of beautiful country 
and, mayhaps, a breath 
of wind. 


In New York, Con- 
necticut, and New Jer- 
sey, within fifty miles 
of Maryknoll in Ossi- 
ning, there are three 
million Catholics. We 
wish every one of them 
to know that they are 
welcome to visit us. We 
are always ready to lead 
you through our Home 
Knoll where missioners 
are made. 


CALL FOR FARE TO ASIA! 


The old bronze 
bell, from a 
Buddhist tem- 
ple in Japan, 
rings a majes- 
tic farewell to 
Mary knollers 
departing for 
the Orient. 





THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


Summer Knolls 


The Venard, Maryknoll-in-the- 
Abington Hills, with the delightful 
Camp Venard pond in which to 
besport. 


All is quiet now, but days were 
stirring during June. The peak 
was reached on the Tuesday morn- 
ing that Bishop Donahue of New 
York ordained nineteen new 
priests in the Seminary chapel. 
The weather man put on his best 
bib and tucker, and the families 
of all within easy traveling dis- 
tance climbed Sunset Hill while 
the dew was still on the grass. 

The permanent Seminary chapel 
does not yet exist; we hope some 
day a princely benefactor will ride 
in upon the scene and with his 
fairy wand in the form of a check 
in six figures, raise up the edifice 
for which all we have at the mo- 
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ment is the land, the plans, and the 
desire. 

But we have a temporary chapel, 
and here the Knollers and the fam- 
ilies of the ordinandi gathered that 
morning of June 14. When all 
was over, it was difficult to say 
whether it was the joy of those 
being raised to the altar, the unc- 
tion and grace of Bishop Dona- 
hue, or the devotion of the on- 
lookers, that made the deepest im- 
pression. 

Next morning in sundry ora- 
tories in the Seminary, at the Sis- 
ters’ Motherhouse, at the Cloister 
and at Bethany the new priests 
celebrated their first Masses. 
Happy indeed was he who could 
give Christ in the newly conse- 
crated Species to his own mother, 
who could raise his hand in priest- 
ly blessing above his parents and 
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Above: The 
ball goes over 
the plate. 


Right: A nov- 
ice chef at 
Bedford agrees 
thet the 
watched pot 
never boils. 


TUNITY TO HELP SEND 
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Above: The novices mount their chariot. 


loved ones. 

Now come the few weeks at 
home before the journey to the 
East. The smooth-running engines 
of preparation move at the mo- 
ment toward fixing the scene for 
Maryknoll’s greatest day of the 
year, the Departure. You will read 
these lines on the eve, for this year 
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the date is July 24. 





Two weeks before ordination 
day one Knoller took a short cut 
to Maryknoll-in-Heaven. This was 
James T. Moriarty, of Milton, 
Massachusetts, who on Sunday 
May 29 died as a student at Mary- 
knoll College. He leaves a great 
void at Vlarks Summit, for he was 
very much loved. He was cheer- 
ful and active and gifted with true 
missionary generosity. From the 
pin money received from his fam- 
ily he found a way to set aside 
each month a sum to help support 
a catechist in China; shortly be- 
fore passing away, on winning ten 
dollars in a raffle he sent it to a 
poor family he knew in Boston. 

One of his companions marks 
his going with the following: 

I saw bland heaven blush in deepest 
ecstasy 

And stars reflect with unsurpassed awe; 

Damp clouds change tints pale blue and 
stand expectingly 

As this boy’s soul winged toward the 
blessed door. 

They say he smiled a passage clear to 
heaven. 

God knows he left his smiling image 
here; 

Rejoice ye Angels then! Receive this 
soul unleaven 

Who sleeps with God but leaves his 
memory dear. 

May his good soul await in hap- 
piness the coming of the rest of 
us beyond the Pearly Gates! 


TWENTY YOUNG MISSIONERS TO THE ORIENT. 











THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


Our Maryknoll Aborigines 


The Yaus are to the Chinese as the American Redskins are to us white folk. 


Father Keelan of 


Belmont, Mass., describes Maryknoll’s mountain missions among the Yaus in Kweilin Prefecture, 


HERE lurks in 

the counte- 
nance of the Yau 
the likeness of the 
Indian brave. In 
mode of life, cus- 
toms, and language, 
they differ from 
the Chinese. Rice 
or corn and the 
coarsest vegetables 
are their food. 
Meat is a luxury seldom enjoyed. The 
Yaus are a barefoot race, and summer 
heat and winter blasts find them adorned 
in the same simple raiment. 

The Christian Yaus comprise a com- 
munity of one hundred and are under 
the care of the Yungfu Mission. Their 
village is one full day’s journey from 
the mission. A little more than half 





South China. 


the distance can be covered on horse- 
back. After this, the plains rise up 
into mountains, and the road fades into 
a narrow trail that rambles through 
the hills and down into the Yau valley. 
Humanly speaking, the conversion of 
the Yaus might be called an accident. 
One of the first residents of Yungfu 
to become a Christian was driven out 
of town by irate townsmen for joining 
the foreign religion. He took refuge 
with the Yaus, gradually unfolding to 
them his new-found treasure—the Faith. 
They determined to visit the priest. 
The Yaus’ motives were mixed: they 
sought not the Faith priniarily, but an 
arbiter. Some rice fields that they had 
long claimed as their own were being 
confiscated. They asked the French 
Father to assist them in upholding their 
rights. He did and helped them besides 
to something infinitely greater. In win- 
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ning back their land for them, he won 
them for the Faith. 

The Yaus have never forgotten cither 
of the favors. Since then, the greatest 
events of their lives have been the visits 
of the priest to their little village. And 
for the missioner, it is also a great 
event. The simplicity and faith of these 
aborigines are a refreshing contrast to 
the hardness and unbelief of the people 
of Yungfu. They are the missioner’s 
Philippians, with whom he is_ well 
pleased. In the poorest province of 
China, they are probably the most desti- 
tute people, yet by far the most cheer- 
ful and the richest in faith. 

Years ago these mountains were in- 
fested by bandits, who hated the Yaus 
as a race and more so because they. were 
Christians. One old man had his lips 
seared with burning charcoal, but he 
refused to deny the Faith. Another 
was carried off and severely beaten. He 
escaped finally and spent about a week 
roaming the hills until he was rescued 
by another Christian. It was during 
these trying times that the Yaus paid 
the price for the faith which is theirs 
today—deep as their valley and sturdy 
as their mountains. 

About a year ago, the Government 
began work on a bus road that would 
have come within ten miles of the Yau 
village. It must now await completion 
at some future time. This road would 
have been a great blessing, cutting down 
the missioner’s journey about seventy 
per cent, without coming too close to 
the Yau valley and interfering with the 
solitude of the people. Until that happy 
day arrives, the Shen Foo must continue 
to rely on old Dobbin and the Ozark 
trail, which, though not so fast or easy 
as a bus road, is a more meritorious 
way of scaling the heights and certain- 
ly more adventuresome. Who would 
not gladly be spent on a quest such as 
this—to make Christ at home with His 
little ones? 


Yau aborigines dressed in their all-year 
round finery. 





FREEDOM WHICH BY CHRIST WAS GIVEN, 
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Dissertation on “Curates” 


Father Mark Tennien, of Pitts- 
ford, Vt., pastor of Wuchow, 
South China, does not like the 
name catechist, and here de- 
scribes his Chinese lay helpers 
as curates. You will agree, 
these men have the “care of 
souls,” whence the origin of 
this name. 


F you were to ask pastors 
in the U.S. what they 
think of curates, some 
would praise curates to 
the skies, some would say 
they don’t know what to 
think of them, and some 
might say they want to send them, ex- 
cept for Sunday Mass, to Timbuctoo, 
or even to China. Let’s not bother to 
ask curates what they think of pastors 
—a pastor in China is writing this. 

Pastors in China have their assistants 
too. These do not live with the pastor, 
nor does the pastor have to live with 
them. A commendable practice, many 
priests agree! They are sent out to 
live in the distant Catholic villages, or 
in villages preparing for conversion. 
Their course is not as long as that of 
a seminarian in the U.S. They are 
sent out after two years of theology 
and spiritual training. Some of them 
take wives. If the wife is a good doc- 
trine teacher, she makes a helpful com- 
panion. No, we are not heretics; we 
just do not ordain these curates. Some 
call these assistants catechists, but I 
think you will allow me to call them 
curates, for curate means, after all, “one 
who has the care of souls.” 

We have two kinds of work for our 
curates. The first is propaganda work. 
These are our Jim Farleys, who go to 
pagan villages interested in the Catholic 
Church. If the man is affable, well 
bred, and kindly, pagans take to him 
and, sooner or later, ask for instruc- 
tion. Catholics usually bring him to 
pagan relatives, and that is where he 
gets his start. 

The other work for the curates is the 
instruction of people for Baptism and 
other Sacraments, and the general build- 
ing up of the Faith in the converts. 








AND PLANT THE CROSS IN 





Father Tennien holds a sampan conference with his curates, after visiting a village 
of prospective converts. 


It is our curates, trekking over the 
hills and through the rice fields, who 
plant the tender seedlings of faith. 
When it takes root, it is the curates 
who live in the village and give the 








(CATECHISTS are a vital need 

for the mission. Will you 
—or your Circle or Sodality— 
sponsor a nalive lay apostle at 
$15 a month? 


EVERY LAND.— Departure Hymn 


course of instruction. After Baptism, 
the curate remains to nurture and build 
up the Faith. We pastors are only the 
coaches on the sidelines, watching and 
praying and directing our boys on the 
gridiron of this thrilling mission game. 

We often hear pastors in the U.S. 
say that if an American foreign mission 
society had existed in their youth, they 
would be missioners in China today. It 
is not too late for the fulfillment of 
their mission vocation. They can save 
pagan souls by having a curate in China. 
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The Bounty Page 

















Dear Maryknoll Friends, 


Twice a year we send a gentle hint to many of our well- 
wishers, once at Christmas, and once in June for our mid- 
summer departure. It is yet too soon to know how this year’s 
Departure Appeal will be received, but we are fondly hoping 
that it will prompt our friends to send us the ten thousand 
dollars we need to equip and transport to Asia our twenty 
new missioners. 


Meanwhile, let us thank our friends for the cooperation 
they have given our Treasurer. Each morning when he wakes 
he recalls that before nightfall he must find a thousand dol- 
lars, Maryknoll’s daily budget to maintain her training schools 
and her missions among twenty million pagans. 


We are particularly gratified that the will idea is grow- 
ing. South Carolina seldom figures in the Maryknoll gift 
list, but this month we record a legacy from that state. We 
have others from New York, New Jersey, Massachusetts, 
Pennsylvania, Connecticut, Michigan, and Washington, D. C. 


Still other friends executed their wills before their death 
by arranging with us for a Maryknoll Annuity. These indi- 
viduals receive from us a steady income during life, and when 
they die the principal will win souls in the East. Have you 
ever inquired of us how the Annuity works? 


The Maryknoll Fathers 








Scaring the Postman 
E find that almost all postmen are 
honest — indeed, we have some 
wonderful friends among them. True, 
there is an occasional unfortunate who 
gets putting his fingers into our en- 
velopes. 
A Detroit woman has found a way, 
she feels, to protect her gift. Within 
her letter when it reached us (untam- 


WHATEVER THE MISSIONER RECEIVES 


pered with, we should note) was a slip 
with the message: “Postman: If you 
steal this dollar, may God have mercy 
on your soul.” 
Dime-Card Enthusiasts 

‘T LIKE very much your ‘God is 

Charity’ dime-card. Please send m¢ 
ten. Thus I will have supported for 
ten days each, a leper, an orphan, a 
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We give Thee thanks, Almighty 
God, for all Thy gifts which we 
have received from Thy bounty. 


blind person, an aged person, an aban- 
doned babe, a hungry person, a cripple, 
a homeless person, and an insane per- 
son.’—New York 

“It makes my heart ache to think of 
how little I am doing. I figure that if 
you send me ten cards I can enlist some 
of my friends, and together we can 
sacrifice our dimes in a worth-while 
way.” —Massachusetts 





Putting the F.A. to Work 
a already receive one copy of THE 
Fretp AFAR in this house, but 





The Month’s 
Prize Letter 


Dear Maryknoll Fathers, 


If wishes were dollars, we 
would send you a_ check for 
the “Fare to Asia” of your entire 
twenty missioners. Instead, we 
must satisfy our desire with the 
enclosed “widow’s mite.” Our 
pocketbook is the meager one of 
the Master. 

Since we could not pay their 
way, we did the next best thing 
for the missioners. We cut out 
the twenty pictures from the leaf- 
let you sent us and distributed 
them as prayer-reminders among 
the twenty members of our com- 
munity. Thus we hope to be in- 
strumental not only in_ tiding 
them over the Pacific, but in se- 
curing them a welcome reception 
among the pagans on the other 
side. 

The Communion of Saints is 
an exquisite bond of spiritual re- 
lationship, never hampered by ob- 
stacles of time or distance. In- 
spired by this perfect means of 
charity, we bid the happy apos- 
tolic band a joyous exit from a 
happy home, long years of fruit- 
ful labor and, at the end, a jubi- 
lant welcome from the divine 
lips—“Well done! Enter!” 


—Ursuline Convent, Ohio 




















IS GIVEN TO THE POOR 
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WANTED—Ten gifts of $100 each to 
support ten seminarians in the Maryknoll 
Preparatory School, Kongmoon Vicariate, 
South China. 


WAN TED-—$5,000 for establishment of 
Japanese-Korean parish, Antung, Fushun 
Prefecture, Manchukuo. 


WANTED—Eight gifts of $180 each to 
support eight new catechists, Fushun Pre- 
fecture, Manchukuo. 


WANTED — $1,000 for catechumenate 
for women, Kweilin City, Kweilin Pre- 
fecture, South China, 


WANTED—Ten gpifts of $1,000 each 


for ten units in new tuberculosis sana- 
torium, Kyoto Prefecture, Japan. 








Maryknoll Want Ads 


WANTED-5,620 to cover the budget 
of a complete mission station — land, 
chapel, rectory, school—at Un Yangsi, 
Peng Yang Prefecture, Korea. 











WANTED—Three gifts of $5,000 each 
to purchase land for three mission centers 
in the neighborhood of Kyoto, Kyoto Pre- 
fecture, Japan. 


WAN TED-—$5,000 for chapel and rec- 
tory at Tsungkow, Kaying Vicariate, 
South China. 


WANTED — $2,000 for small central 
church, Kweilin City, Kweilin Prefecture, 
South China. 
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WAN TED-—$1,000 to maintain for one 
year the central school for training Chi- 
nese priests, Wuchow Prefecture, South 
China. 


WANTED — $1,500 for erection of 
chapel and rectory in mission station of 
Kanghei, Peng Yang Prefecture, Korea. 


WANTED — $500 for maintenance of 
two dispensaries in the Vicariate of Kong- 
moon, South China. 


WANTED — $1,500 for convent for 
Maryknoll Sisters, Pingnam, Wuchow 
Prefecture, South China. 


The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll P.O., N.Y. 








send along one to me as well. I shall 
leave it somewhere—on a reading table, 
cn a street car, or elsewhere. Who 
knows but that someone will pick it up 
and realize your need. God’s ways of 
helping His own are strange !”—New 
Jersey 

“I thoroughly enjoy reading THE 
Fietp AFAR each month and then pass 
it to a shut-in.”"—New York 


Recently Deceased 
Maryknoll Associates 


Rt. Rev. Msgr. Quinn; Rt. Rev. Msgr. M. 
Barry; Rev. J. Kasinski; Rev. C. Rooney; 
Rev. E. Corbett, S.J.; Rev. E. Burke; Rev. 
J. Bauer; Rev. T. Klimke; Rev. J. Linskey; 
Rev. C. O’Brien; Sr. M. Regis, R.S.M.; Sr. 
M. Gonzales, R.S.M.; Sr..M. Gerald, R.S.M.; 
Sr. M. Lucina, R.S.M.; Sr. Gertrude M., 
R.S.M.; Mrs. J. Hilbert; Mrs. T. Carroll; 
Mr. J. Lavery; Mr. Powers; Mr. A. 
Koehler; Mrs. E. Miller; Mr, F. Fuhr; Miss 
M. Collins; Mrs. S. Hirschboeck; Miss N. 
Loughlin; Miss C. Glancy; Mr. M. Barnacle; 
Miss M. Gillham; Mrs. M. Norton; Miss M. 
Kelly; Mr. D. Dargon; Mr. J. Deyo; Mrs. 
A. O’Neill; Mr. J. Boughey; Mrs. L. Hines; 
Mrs. J. Attilio; Miss M. Geoghan; Miss C. 
Curran; Mr. P. McDonald; Mr. C. Cahill; 
Mrs. C. Tepoorter; Miss M. Burchill; Mr. 
F. Huschart; Miss S. Yates; Mr. T. Hanra- 
han; Miss A. Ohms; Miss G. Gallagher; 
Mrs. M. Gensler; Mr. L. Walsh; Miss S. 
Gallagher; Mr. W. King; Mr. Cosgrove; 
Miss C O’Brien; Mr. & Mrs. J. Norkett; 
Mrs. E. McCormick; Mrs. M. Killeen; Mr. 
W. O’Connor; Mrs. B. Nonan; Mrs. M. Mc- 
Andrew; Mr. Bedard; Mrs. H. Tuppen; Miss 
C. Mitsch; Miss M. Clement; Mrs. M. Burge; 
Miss M. Buckley; Mrs. M. Cronin; Mr. T. 
Hevey; Mrs. M. MacDonald; Miss M. Pigeon; 
Miss A. McTague; Miss E. Jane; Mrs. A 
Peemoller; Miss C. Slevin; Mrs. M. Rooney; 
Mr. W. Cummins; Miss J. Suhr; Mrs. De- 
laney; Miss Gillbride; Mrs. A. Moore; Mrs. 
M. Walsh; Mr. F. Rossiter; Mrs. J. Arel- 
lanes; Miss M Molloy; Mrs. A. Judd; Mz. 
J. Peterson; Mr. F. Scholly; Miss M. Schol- 
ly; Mr. W. Harvey; Mr. F. McCauley; Mrs. 
M. Renner; Mr. J. Feeley; Mrs. C. Belmore; 
Mr, J. Lumping; Miss E, Cavagner; Mr. J. 
Kalsch. 
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month at $1.00 a day. 
a reminder. 





THE MARYKNOLL FATHERS 


sary for one day’s support. Send 


WENTY new Maryknoll Missioners are leaving wih a BANG 
after the Departure Ceremony on July 24. They bring the total 
of Maryknoll Missioners in fields afar to 177. 


For how many days will you sponsor one of those missioners this month ? 


AW 


I wish to share in the work of a missioner. Send 


me a ten-dime card, so that I may save the ten dimes neces- 


aera Riaheeere cards for friends. 
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[] I shall be glad to sponsor a missioner for one day each 
I shall expect you to send me 


Sali 








FOR CHRIST, WHILE HE REMAINS FOREVER POOR WITH CHRIST, 
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OME tthirty-odd years 
ago, “the hero of the 
Philippines,” as they 
called the little Gen- 
4 eral, gazed upon a child 

in its cradle and 
dreamed a dream. In 
sendin it, the parents entrusted 
to his guardianship this, the youngest 
of their many children. Presently Ar- 
temio Bagalawis was transferred from 
the parental home in one of Cavite’s 
over-crowded districts to the sumptu- 
ous dwelling which tourist guides 
proudly pointed out as “the house where 
General Quinalso lives.” 

Now little Artemio lived there too. 
He and his uncle, the General, passed 
many happy days of sham battles with 
toy soldiers and cannon and machine 
guns. In time, the games were inter- 
rupted by the arrival of tutors—the best 
that the General could find. 

To the palace often came high offi- 
cials and dignitaries, who were charmed 
by Artemio’s winning ways and enter- 
tained by his talented rendition of the 
native folk songs and dances. These 
men of affairs made no objection when 
the actor lingered, as he often did, to 
hear their discussions on important 
military, economic, and political mat- 
ters. At such times, the old campaigner 
would smile complacently — excellent 
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The General’s 
nephew, Dr. 
Bagalawis 
(left), with 
Father Joseph 
Sweeney and 
one of the 
lepers. 


training this, for his successor on the 
battlefield. 

Then, one day, the General awoke to 
find his dream come true and his 
nephew grown to man’s estate. Strange- 
ly enough, Artemio, with all his youth- 
ful promise, was not attracted to the 
army or politics as a profession, but to 
medicine. In the pursuit of this study, 
he went to Manila, and while at the 
University of Santo Tomas, he em- 
braced the Catholic Faith. 

In 1933 he obtained his degree, and 
then engaged in private practice in the 
city. One day, on his round of calls, 
he happened to hear about Dr. Harry 
Blaber, of Brooklyn, N. Y., who had 
affiliated himself with Maryknoll and 
was then in charge of Sacred Heart 
Hospital at Toi Shaan, South China. 
Following a generous impulse, the Ma- 
nila doctor turned his back on a prom- 
ising future and joined our family. 

About this same time, our work 
among the lepers at Sunwui was be- 
gun. We set up our establishment in 
the cemeteries on the outskirts of the 
city, the only place where these unfor- 








OD’S work is done through 

human agencies, and much 
is left unaccomplished when 
we fail to act. 


IF YOU CANNOT GO TO THE MISSIONS YOURSELF BE A 





THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


The General’s Nephew 
Picks the Lepers 


Father Joseph Sweeney, of New Britain, 

Conn., one of Maryknoll’s “leper priests,’’ 

recalls for us the remarkable story of Dr. 
Bagalawis, of Manila. 


tunates are allowed to congregate. It 
was not long before the two doctors 
began to pay us weekly visits, and, as 
leprosy was Dr. Bagalawis’ special 
field, he resigned his post at the hospi- 
tal and took up a grave(yard) exis- 
tence with us. 

We hope the General does not fall 
asleep again at this point, for he would 
call it a nightmare if he watched his 
dream-child bending over a row of test 
tubes and bottles in a partitioned square 
of a flimsy matshed dispensary. In the 
tiny reception room adjoining, crowd 
scores of sore-covered, malodorous, 
ragged creatures. But these are the 
more fortunate of the colonists; they 
can still be up and about their daily 
round of monotony and suffering. They 
wait patiently in the little room while 
Dr. Bagalawis prepares the salves and 
ointments which, while they will not 
cure, will at least alleviate the pain. Some 
few may even have a thought of sym- 
pathy for the tired man who often 
enough is called to Toi Shaan for con- 
sultations and operations. 

Yet, despite the handicaps and lack 
of facilities, Dr. Bagalawis’ association 
with our Leprosarium has won for it 
a high rating in medical circles. Our 
methods of treatment follow closely 
those used at the world’s largest leper 
asylum, at Culion, P. I. Recently Dr. 
Jose Manalang, world-famed patholo- 
gist returning from a League of Na- 
tions Conference on leprosy, stopped 
with us several days to study our cases 
and to give us the benefit of his re- 
search. 

But withal, Dr. Bagalawis, like his 
famous uncle the General, must have 
dreams too—of a modernly equipped 
hospital, where battles for souls and 
human lives would not be against such 
terrific odds. 


a 
ee 
: 
q 
i 
a 
g 












































July-August, 1938 


New Outpost 


Father John Comber, of Lawrence, Mass., gives us a story of 
rugged pioneering in the founding of a new station in Manchukuo. 











FEW months ago, I 
went on a trip to Pa Tao 
O Chiang, where we have 
a small chapel rented by 
| the catechist. No priest 
had visited the outpost 
before, because until re- 
cently the road has been 
“out of bounds.” The district is now 
sufficiently cleared of bandits to make 
travel safe. 

We crossed the river in T’ung Hua 
early in the morning and waited for a 
truck. The driver had reserved a seat 
for me beside himself, but I perched 
on top of the load of flour bags. The 
seat beside the driver was given to 
several women passengers who were 
having difficulty in holding on atop the 
flour bags. 

Just before I boarded the truck, it 
had smashed into a cow. The truck 
driver said a few things, in not very 
polite lingo, to the farmer. Although 
the accident was definitely the truck 
driver’s fault, the farmer meekly led 
the badly damaged cow away. Such 
are the powers of truck drivers in these 
parts! 

A truck ride over here is like a roller- 
coaster ride at home. If you don’t hold 
on tight, you will soon be flying into 
space. As usual, there was something 
wrong with the engine, and we had to 
make frequent stops to pour water into 
the steaming radiator. Over here, if a 
car can move, that is all that is expected 
of it. Such a little thing as a leaking 
radiator means nothing. 











We went our merry way up and down 
hills, through rivers and over them, un- 
til we finally slipped off the road. I 
had visions of an all-day wait until we 
could get back into the rut, but two 
soldiers being transferred to another en- 
campment were also riding atop the 
flour bags, and they took charge of the 
situation. The soldiers stopped all pass- 
ersby and pressed them into service. 
The truck was unloaded, lifted on the 
road, and reloaded in short order. 

We arrived at Pa Tao Chiang, and 
I set out immediately to locate our mis- 
sion station. The catechist soon met 
me and conducted me to the mission, 
where he had a good-sized group ready 
to meet me. 

The catechist insisted that I sleep on 
the oven bed, while he used some boards 
stretched over carpenter’s benches. I 
was polite and accepted, but about mid- 
night, after battling with the fleas for 
a few hours and listening to the cate- 
chist’s restless squirming on his unac- 
customed bed, I decided that it was 
time for us to exchange places for our 
mutual advantage. The catechist is 
used to fleas, and I prefer the flealess 
boards to the warm bricks. 

The following morning, I said the 
first Mass in the history of Pa Tao 
Chiang. During my stay, I baptized 
forty adults, married one couple, and 


Above: Father John Comber, who said 
the first Mass at Pa Tao Chiang. 


Below: Manchuland, showing the hills 
over which Fr. Comber took the roller- 
coaster ride, 
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anointed three. All of this was made 
possible by the work of our splendid 
catechist. He himself has been a Cath- 
olic only five years. Before that he 
had followed the Buddhist religion, eat- 
ing no meat. Now he is making up 
for lost time. 

When we get the money we hope to 
put the Church in Pa Tao Chiang on a 
more permanent basis by buying some 
property there. 


For How Many Days? 
One dollar will keep a Maryknoll Mis- 
sioner—and Christ—in the Orient for 
one day. For how many days will you 
be host to your Lord in the fields afar 
where He longs to dwell? See page 203. 





MISSIONER BY PROXY. 


SUPPORT A MISSIONER AT $1 A DAY. 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 











“For he hath given his angels 
charge over thee; to keep thee in 
all thy ways. In their hands they 
shall bear thee up.”—Psalm xc; 11, 12. 


GOP made a cosmos, and men 

a chaos. Order was heaven’s 
first law and earth’s only salva- 
tion. Human means cannot restore 
it. God restored it once by send- 
ing His Son. And He continues 
to restore it in the measure in which 
His Son is received. All the rest 
is patchwork. Why not save the 
world by God’s method? Are we 
likely to improve on it? Leave the 
partial solutions to those who have 
no more to offer, and concentrate 
on the complete solution that faith 
proposes. Give Christ to the world 
—through His Church, through 
His missioners, through your own 
efforts. The chaos will again be- 
come a cosmos. 


HE failure of its own adher- 

ents to practice it is an objec- 
tion very commonly urged against 
Christianity in the Orient. The 
political morality of Occidental na- 
tions is often of a character to dis- 
credit their Christian culture. The 
actual lives of Occidental exiles in 
the Orient often reflect little credit 
on their professed religion. This 
cuts the ground from under the 
missioner’s feet. St. Francis Xa- 
vier himself felt keenly the falsity 
of his position in urging upon the 
natives a religion which his own 
people failed to practice, and he 
complained bitterly and often 





about this handicap. How easy 
it would be to convert the world 
if Christians would only convert 
themselves. How easy to propa- 
gate the Faith if Christians backed 
up the words of the preacher by 
the example of living the Faith. 
Is there not room here for a valu- 
able form’ of Catholic Action? 
Take away this crippling objec- 
tion to the spread of the Faith 
by the simple process of living up 
to the Faith. A consistent pic- 
ture of Christianity, wherein the 
lives of nations and individuals 
squared with their professions, 
would be one of the best mission 
methods ever devised, 

ERHAPS it is not wise to dis- 

tinguish in the application of 
charity, for the principle of char- 
ity is universal by its nature. If 
any distinction is to be made, how- 
ever, it would base itself, not on 
proximity, but on need. It would 
not begin at home, nor would it 
end abroad, but it would concern 
itself with relieving the actual 
needs of men at home and abroad, 
and possibly in the order of their 
desperation. The Church provides 
more care for the young who are 
in the thick of the battle than for 
the old who have won the battle 
—because the need is more acute. 
We do not save the swimmer safe 
on the beach beside us, but the 
drowning struggler a hundred 
yards out. Races of people with 
special problems perhaps have a 
special claim on our charity. Cer- 
tainly the pagan races, whose cru- 
cial lack is the prime absolute of 
Christian faith, stand in the great- 
est imaginable necessity. If need 
means anything, the effort to meet 
their problem through the mission 
church is about as clear a call to 
our charity as the present universe 
provides. 








Holy Father's Mission Intention 


July: That Missions may flourish among 
the forty-two million inhabitants of 
Java. 

August: That devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin Mary and Pilgrimages to her 
shrines may be promoted in the missions. 


“GOING THEREFORE, TEACH YE ALL NATIONS: 
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Rt. Rev. Msgr. John Romaniello 


ARYVKNOLL’S Prefecture of Wu- 

chow was divided and the sep- 
arated portion was erected into the 
Prefecture of Kweilin by decree of the 
Holy See, February 9. The Holy See 
now informs us that the new Prefect will 
be Rt. Rev. Monsignor John Romaniello. 
Congratulations to our Maryknoller! 
May God guide him well in his new 
responsibility. 


Monsignor Romaniello hails from 
New Rochelle, N. Y. He was born at 
Avigliana, near Potenza, Italy, October 
12, 1900, and was ordained at Mary- 
knoll June 17, 1928. He left that same 
year for South China where he labored 
admirably during the years that have 
intervened. 








"THE French have no word for 

home, and it may be that this 
is one reason why they have no 
fear of leaving. At any rate they 
took the world for their home in 
the last century and bore the brunt 
of the mission work of the Church 
for a long period. The apotheosis 
of home common to English-speak- 
ing people is possibly a bit over- 
done, and our glut of proverbs ex- 
pressing the conviction that home 
is best could perhaps stand revi- 
sion. As a temporary nest, home 
is the world’s best, the indispen- 
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sable par excellence, the one and 
only. But as a life ambition it is 
a dismal failure. By the true in- 
stinct Papa Robin pushes the lit- 
tle ones out of the nest when they 
are ready to fly ; he knows what is 
good for his birdlets. “When I 
was a child, I spoke as a. child, I 
understood as a child, I thought as 
a child. But when I became a man, 
I put away the things of a child.” 
(1 Cor. xiii, 11). It is a small heart 
that can be bound by the four 
walls of a childhood home. Better 
to look on heaven as home and 
launch out to roam the world do- 
ing the work of a man. 


£\ Departure A 


N the life of Maryknoll every depar- 

ture is an arrival. The big family 
is now so well ramified over the earth 
that a leave taking in one corner auto- 
matically means a welcome in another. 
When will they depart? It is one way 
of framing a question that is more often 
put in its correlative form: When will 
they arrive? The bulk of the Mary- 
knoll personnel is now in Asia, pressing 
on with the work for which the Soci- 
ety was created. Each mission thinks 
of man power as the solution of all its 
ills—as indeed it is when rightly ap- 
plied—and the Macedonian call goes up 
increasingly, insistently, even peremp- 
torily. Maryknoll is happy when it can 
meet the demands. In giving all it has, 
the Society suffers no deprivation, for 
the losses at home simply mean gains 
abroad. Maryknoll at home must de- 
crease, that Maryknoll in the Orient may 
increase. Arrival is the other side of 
departure. Arrival on the field, arrival 
in the mission, arrival among the souls 
committed to his care, arrival in his 
life work—this means more to the mis- 
sioner than departure. He is putting 
away the things of a child and taking 
up the things of a man. He is forget- 
ting the things that lie behind and 
stretching himself forth to those that 
are before. Without counting himself 
to have attained, he is at least pressing 
towards the mark. He is arriving. 


Yet departure is real. If it marks a 


glorious entry upon a new life, it also 
marks a change, and a leave taking, and 


NAME OF THE FATHER, 





a cutting off from an old life. Perhaps 
there is something providential in the 
fact that the departure ceremony man- 
ages unconsciously to emphasize this. 
Departure at Maryknoll is a smiling 
scene. It epitomizes all that is being 
left behind. The spell of midsummer 
is over the favored land. Repletion and 
plenty paint their picture, as the late 
roses fall apart, and the scented earth 
basks in the sheen of warm July. Birds 
twitter in the brake, and the gentle 
breath of the south wind arises and 
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Abbaye de Faremoutiers 


whispers through the garden, rustling 
the leafy trees and stirring the perfume 
of the flowérs, while over it all spreads 
a heaven of fleeciest clouds in their 
beatific play. Friends gather—and some 
are the very closest friends that God 
gives in life. Memories stir. Then 
dusk comes, and the soft murmur of the 
summer fields grows quiet, and fairy 
lights twinkle out to dot the darkness, 


AND OF THE SON, AND OF THE HOLY GHOST.” 
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as the time draws near. And presently 
a group of young priests assemble at 
Mary’s shrine to receive the accolade of 
her Son as they set out on their life 
quest for souls, and the bell of their 
departure sounds invitingly, and their 
smiles are ready, and their hearts are 
light. For the young departants there 
is a radiance in that gloaming, and there 
is a blessing in the air, and it seems 
as if they only left on some pleasant 
journey to green hills not too far away. 
They leave the best of America at its 
best. 


But all scenes change, and this one 
is no exception. Six months later Mary- 
knoll itself is a picture of change. Then 
there is snow on the pines, and the dis- 
tant hills stretch away in a white ex- 
panse that seems to reach across the 
world, spreading a carpet from Mary- 
knoll to Manchukuo. Bleak winds bare 
the woods and fields. The departure 
bell droops silently. The kiosk is hung 
with ice where Mary still stands senti- 
nel in the wintry air. Where are the 
missioners now? For them the scene 
has also changed. They are across the 
world, ranging the rugged mountains, 
traversing the frozen plains, camping 
in squalid villages, getting tired for 
Christ, searching for souls, finding 
them, winning them, laboring with them 
until Christ be formed in them. They 
experience the environment of pagan- 
ism with its rancorous heat and its 
equally deadly chill. They are on the 
firing line for Christ, and are coming 
to grips with their work. Their de- 
parture is over, and at last they have 
arrived. 


This is the change of scene that brings 
out the calibre of a man, as it reveals 
to him the road that God is asking him 
to walk. His departure is only the first 
hint of it. He put the smiling life of 
ease and plenty behind him and took 
the world for his home. He will never 
be quiet and comfortable; he will sel- 
dom be rested and warm. He fares 
forth with One Who had no place to 
lay His head, and he accompanies Him 
to the very end of the journey, sharing 
the luck of the road. So he climbs his 
high mountains and tracks his long 
miles, always departing and always ar- 
riving. He is the minister of Christ, 
and His missioner. Hé is forever called, 
and he is eternally sent. 








Dear Recording Angel,” 

You will remember that 
about two years ago the 
. great King called me and 
told me that my little 
charge was soon to be born 
in Korea. “My!” thought 
I, “I’m going to see the 
missions.” 

I arrived in a little 
thatched-roof hut, quite 
different from the mansions 
in Heaven, and found the 
wee bit of a boy baby— 
mine for guarding ! Though 
I didn’t have a great deal 
te do during those first 
weeks, guess I must have 






Peter gave Father Donovan a great beaming smile ....... 


let myself be distracted, for 
a fever bug came into the 
house and bit my little 
charge. Then there was 
trouble aplenty. ; 

The baby became very 
ill. I asked Our Lady what 
to do. She said she’d send 
old Kim Lucia—that’s the 
dear old lady Father Leo 
Sweeney dubbed Mother 
Hubbard—to baptize him. 

When Mother Hubbard 
came, she explained about 
Baptism to the mother, 
who was dreadfully wor- 
ried about my little charge. 
She readily gave her con- 





sent when told that it would mean an 
eternity of bliss if her little one died 
—as they all thought he would. 

But he didn’t. Bouncing little Peter 
—that’s the name Mother Hubbard 
gave him—has lived to be my pride 
and joy.. I and the rest of the Guar- 
dian Angels around Peter’s house- 
hold tried hard to figure how to get 
the others baptized, for Peter thus 





far was the only one 
so privileged. Our 
efforts long seemed 
vain. 

Then Peter’s fam- 
ily decided to come 
to Manchukuo, 
which is the country 
next to Korea, and 
took a house near the little chapel de- 
voted to the Koreans at Hopei, across 
from Fushun. 

It proved a wonderful idea, and has 
led to the conversion of the whole 
family. But the beginnings were try- 
ing, particularly for me, Peter’s Guar- 
dian Angel, for when, after all our 
efforts, the great opportunity seemed 


. .. « . but then .. . Peter blew y 





“My! Wasn't I Ah 
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about to present itself, it was Peter 
—at least so it seemed to me—who 
came within an ace of ruining the 


























whole plan. My, wasn’t I ashamed cour 

of Peter! pter’s 
It happened this way. The priestfiel a li 
at the Korean chapel was none otherfMter’s | 
than Father Gerard Donovan, whonfifiest tl 
you Recording Angels have sincellf squ 
come to know very well indeed. Hel his « 
was every bit on his toes to dis-™ke th 









cover new arrivals among thee stari 
Koreans and to learn what theyfIt wa: 
knew about the Church. It wa 
not long, therefore, before Fz. 
ther Donovan, treading the al 
leys of Hopei, came upon the 
modest little corner wher 
Peter’s family lived—and of 
in front of the house was Peter 

Now I felt very confident 
the priest approached, becaus 
Peter was in fine fettle an 
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gave Father Donovan a great beat 
ing smile. Father Donovan—1 
need to tell you Recording Angéd 
this—was equal to the occasion af 
smiled back one of those dancit 
smiles of his which captivated eve 
body. 

So far so good. Indeed, a iti 
further and still good, for Pel 
































A photo story from Maryknoll’s Brother 


Khamed of Peter!’ = **"s Sass. /sapas 


Peterfemed to allow Father to approach just burst into the most agonizing but a ferocious glare for such as I have never 


—whofmthout any show of fear. I guess howl I ever heard from him. And Father Donovan. seen on it before. To make 

ng the—ieter’s very engagingness (you'll say, Father Donovan sat back on his heels But no! Grave she ap- a long story short, Father 

hamedff course, that I am prejudiced in and laughed until his sides ached. peared indeed, as she lifted Donovan had the entire 
ter’s favor) made Father Donovan This was the scene on which Peter’s 


- priestiel a little too sure that he had won mother came. I gasped in horror. I 
> otherfmeter’s heart, for now, prankish young knew Korean mothers a little, how 
whomfmiest that he was, he proceeded to they are fearful and jealous of their 

sincelf squat on his heels, put his thumbs young, and I put my wings over my 
d. Hel§ his ears, wiggle his fingers, and face in dismay, as I figured that the 
to disfMeke the queerest sort of grimace at lady would indignantly pick up her 
ng thee staring Peter. grieving young one and stamp in high 
at the—It was too much! Peter blew up—  dudgeon into the house, with nothing 
It was 
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Above: Grave Peter’s mother appeared indeed, as 
she lifted Peter, but it was the beginning of 
great things. 















Peter, but she seemed family at the baptismal 

as one fascinated by font shortly before he was 

ud e : { this happy-mannered, taken by bandits. 

— er & 58 slight-built person. Come to think of it, I 
_ ‘ “T’m so sorry,” Fa- guess I’m not ashamed of 

ther said to her very Peter. It probably was 























lew UJ pleasantly and frankly, _providential that he howled. 
without seeming really So keep him on the credit 
very sorry at all, “to side of your accounts, dear 
at beat have made your little Recording Angel. Fact is, I 
an —! youngster cry. But he is _ have bright hopes that some 























Ange ? such a marvelous dar- dayhe maybeatopping good 
sion ai, ling, I could not resist fisherman like his name- 
dance the temptation.” sake now at the Golden Gate 
d eve Well, do you know, —a fisherof souls,of course. 

that solemn faced On the wing at Peter’s 
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mother ended up with right, 
her face bathed in smiles His Guardian Angel 
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Directory of the Maryknoll Misstons 


THE 1938 MISSION BAND 
Rev. Francis J. Mulligan, of Jersey City, N.J. 


Picture yourself a seasoned old salt in a Rev. Francis J. Lynch, of Pittsfield, Mass. 
Maryknoll mission field, shorn long ago of any Rev. Bernard F. Wieland, of Carroll, Iowa 
illusions as to how much work a priest can Rev. John J. Mihelko, of Cleveland, Ohio 
crowd into a day and how many souls he can con- Kweilin: 
vert in a year. You would feel quite sure that Rev. Constantine F. Wolotkiewicz, of Glassport, 

. ° ° a. 
the ~~ solution lies in man power, more man Rev. Francis G. Kelliher, of Seattle, Wash. 
power: . ‘ Rev. Thomas J. Bauer, of Brooklyn, N.Y. 
And hence the satisfaction overseas when Rev. Francis J. Daubert, of Philadelphia, Pa. 


the new missioners arrive. Once a year it hap- Kyoto: 


pens, and this year the ships will bring to port Rev. Ernest E. Mailhot, of New Bedford, Mass. 
twenty new priests from the homeland who leave 


Maryknoll after the Departure Ceremony of 
July 24. 
The list by missions is as follows: 


Rev. Arthur J. Merfeld, of Dougherty, Iowa 


Peng Yang: 
Rev. J. Joseph Daly, of Worcester, Mass. 
(transferred from Kyoto) 
oo Rev. Arthur F. Allie, of Two Rivers, Wis. 
Kaying: Rey. Patrick M. Dunne, of New York City 
Rev. John F. Donovan, of Newport, R.I. 
Rev. Joseph M. Reardon, of Dorchester, Mass. Fushun: 
Rev. Raymond L. Hanrahan, of Riverdale, N.Y.C. Rev. William F. Pheur, of North Walpole, N. H. 
Rev. Arthur J. Briggs, of Allston, Mass. Rev. John A. Fisher, of Malden, Mass. 
Rev. Maurice J. Duffy, of Philadelphia, Pa. Rev. Edward J. Manning, of Richmond Hill, N.Y. 


ITS SONS IN MARYKNOLL OVERSEAS. DO YOU 
WHERE DO THEY LABOR? 


THE CHURCH 
KNOW THE MISSIONERS FROM YOUR STATE? 


IN AMERICA NOW COUNTS 190 OF 
HOW MANY ARE THEY? 


Albert, of Switzerland. 

Central address: 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 
Kwangtung Province, China 


THE MISSION: Vicariate of Kongmoon, 

Kwangtung Province, South China. 40,000 

square miles in area, the size of Ohio. 
Population 6,000,000. 


THE MISSION: Prefecture of Wuchow, 
Kwangsi Province, South China, 15,000 
square miles in area, the size of Mass., 
Conn.,and Delaware. Population 3,000,000. 
THE MISSIONERS: 


Most Rev. A. J. Paschang, D.D., Vicar Apos- 
tolic, of Martinsburg, Mo.; Frs. Kennelly, J. 
Sweeney and James Smith, of Conn.; Fr. Conn., and Delaware. Population 2,500,000. 
Churchill, of Iowa; Fr. Farnen, of Md.; Frs. 

Cairns, Chatigny, F. Connors, J. Fitzgerald, THE MISSIONERS: 
Lavin, Lima, Paulhus, and J. Toomey, of Mass.; Rt. Rev. Msgr. John Romaniello, Prefect 


THE MISSION: Prefecture of Kweilin, 
Kwangsi Province, South China, 15,000 
square miles in area, the size of Mass., 


THE MISSIONERS: 


Rt. Rev. Msgr. B. F. Meyer, Prefect Apos- 
tolic, of Davenport, Ia.; Frs. V. Walsh and 
Wieland, of Ia.; Fr. Fedders, of Ky.; Bro. 
Francis, of Md.; Frs. Cunneen, Gilleran, 
Langley, Lynch, Mulcahy, of Mass.; Fr. 


Frs. Mueth and Rauschenbach, of Mo.; Frs. 
Burke, Feeney, John T. Joyce, North and J. 
Smith, of N. Y.; Fr. C. Burns and Bro. 
Lawrence, of Ohio; Frs. Jos. McGinn, O’Melia, 
Rechsteiner and Bro. Michael, of Pa.; Frs. 
John McGinn and O’Neill, of R. I.; Fr. 
Weber, of Wis.; Bro. Anselm, of England; 
Fr. Bauer, of Germany; Fr. Heemskerk, of 
Holland; Fr. Tierney, of ‘reland; and Bro. 


Apostolic, of New Rochelle, N. Y.; Fr. P. 
Toomey, of Conn.; Fr. Glass, of Iowa; Fr. 
Greene, of Ind.; Frs. Keelan, Lacroix, Regan 
and E. Toomey, of Mass.; Fr. T. Bauer, of 
N. Y.; Frs. Daubert and Wolotkiewicz, of 
Pa.; and Fr. Kelliher, of Wash. 
Central address: 

Catholic Mission, Kweilin, 

Kwangsi Province, China 


Mulligan, of N. J.; Frs. T. Daley, Dempsey, 
Gilligan, Kupfer, McLoughlin and Schulz, 
of N. Y.; Frs. Mihelko and Sprinkle, of 
Ohio; Frs. P. Donnelly and Gilloegly, of 
Pa.; and Fr. Tennien, of Vt. 
Central address: 

Catholic Mission, Wuchow, 

Kwangsi Province, China 


PICK A MARYKNOLL..MISSIONER FROM YOUR HOME STATE 
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THE MISSION: Vicariate of Kaying, 

Kwangtung Province, South China, 15,000 

square miles in area, three times the size 
of Connecticut. Population 2,600,000. 


THE MISSIONERS: 

Most Rev. Francis X. Ford, D.D., Vicar 
Apostolic, of Brooklyn, N. Y.; Frs. Quinn 
and Rhodes, of Calif.; Fr. C. Murphy, of 
Conn.; Fr. O’Brien, of Ill.; Frs. A. Briggs, 
Bush, Callan, Donaghy, Gallagher, Reardon 
and Welch, of Mass.; Frs. Dennis, Hanrahan, 
Hilbert, Madigan, P. Malone, T. Malone, 
Slattery, Van den Bogaard and Youker, of 
N. Y.; Frs. F. Donnelly, T. Donovan, Downs, 
Driscoll, M. Duffy, J. McCormick and J. 
O’Donnell, of Pa.; Frs. J. F. Donovan and 
O’Day, of R. I.; Fr. Eckstein, of Wis.; and 
Fr. M. Murphy, of Canada. 


Central address: 
Catholic Misston, 
Kaying, Via Swatow, China 





THE MISSION: Prefecture of Kyoto. 

Japan, including the city of Kyoto and 

territory about Lake Biwa. Population 
2,000,000, 


THE MISSIONERS: 


Rt. Rev. Msgr. P. J. Byrne, Prefect Apos- 
tolic, of Washington, D. C.; Fr. Witte, of 
Ind.; Fr. Merfeld, of Ia.; Bro. Clement, of 
Kan.; Frs. Barry, E. Briggs, Mackesy, Mail- 
hot, and Morris, of Mass.; Frs. McKillop, 
W. Murphy, and Whitlow, of N. Y.; Fr. 
Boesflug, of N. D.; Bro, Thaddeus, of Ohio; 
and Fr. Felsecker, of Wis. 


Central address: 


Maryknoll Fathers, 
St. Francis Xavier’s Church, 
Kawara Machi, 3 jo agaru, Kyoto, Japan 


AND SUPPORT HIM FOR AT 





EIGHT POINTERS 
ON THE MARYKNOLL 
MISSIONS 


1. Maryknoll Missioners in East- 
ern Asia number 177 priests and 
13 Auxiliary Brothers. 


2. They labor in seven terri- 


tories, 


3. Four of these territories— 


Kongmoon, Kaying, Wuchow, 


Kweilin—are in South China. 


4. Three of these territories— 
Kyoto, Peng Yang, Fushun— 
are in the Japanese Empire. 


5. These seven territories em- 
brace 142,000 square miles, twice 
the- area of the New England 
States. 


6. The seven contain 20,000,000 
non-Christian souls, over three 
times the population of the New 
England States. 


7. They count approximately 
60,000 Catholics (56,675 in June, 
1937). 


8. They are winning approxi- 
mately 7,500 adult converts a 
year (7,413 adult converts from 
July 1, 1936, to June 30, 1937). 


THE 
MARYKNOLL FATHERS 
Maryknoll P.O. New York 


The center for the South China mis- 
sions is Maryknoll House, Stanley, 
Hong Kong, though each field has its 
central address as given on this page. 


The Maryknoll Fathers also have 
a parish in Honolulu, special student 
work in the Philippines, and two 
parishes among the Japanese on our 
Pacific Coast. 














PENGYAN G 


THE MISSION: Prefecture of Peng 

Yang, Korea, 20,000 square miles in area, 

in size, half of Indiana. Population 
2,800,000, 


THE MISSIONERS: 


Rev. W. R. Booth, Administrator, of Brook- 
lyn, N. Y.; Fr. L. Sweeney, of Conn.; Fr. 
Markham, of IIl.; Frs. Chisholm, Connors, 
J. Joseph Daly, Hunt, Peloquin, Plunkett, 
M. Walsh and Bros. Raymond and William, 
of Mass.; Frs. Barron and Petipren, of Mich.; 
Fr. Craig, of Minn.; Fr. Carey and Bro. 
Joseph, of N. J.; Frs. Borer, Carroll, Cleary, 
Coxen, Dunne, Gibbons, S. Hannon, Harding, 
Nolan, Pardy, J. Ray and White, of N. Y.; 
Frs. Cappel and Kramar, of Ohio; Fr, Allie, 
of Wis.; and Fr. Duffy, of Ireland. 

Central address: 
Catholic Mission, 
P.O. Box 23, Peng Yang, 
Korea 


THE MISSION: Prefecture of Fushun, 
Manchukuo, 37,000 square miles in area, 
the size of Kentucky. Population 2,500,000. 


THE MISSIONERS: 

Rt. Rev. Msgr. R. A. Lane, Prefect Apos- 
tolic, of Lawrence, Mass.; Frs. McGurkin and 
J. J. Walsh, of Conn.; Fr. Kaschmitter, of 
Idaho (loaned to Apos. Del., Peiping) ; Fr. Ges- 
elbracht, of Ill.; Fr. Hewitt, of Md.; Frs. 
Comber, Fisher, Gilbert, Henry, A. Murphy 
and E, Ryan, of Mass.; Fr. Coffey, of Mich.; 
Fr. Hohlfeld, of Neb.; Frs. Pheur and Quirk, 
of N. H.; Frs. Escalante, Flick, Haggerty, 
E. Manning, J. O’Donnell, Ziemba and Bros. 
Benedict and Peter, of N. Y.; Frs. Clarence 
Burns and Rcttner, of Ohio; Frs. Mullen and 
J. Sullivan, of Pa.; Fr. Weis, of Wis.; Fr. 
Jacques, of Canada; and Fr. J. McCormack, 
of Ireland. 

Central address: 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, 
Manchukuo 


LEAST ONE DAY EACH MONTH. 








OULD He even 
come to me, Aunt 
Mary?” 

“Of course, but 
you would have 
to be baptized 
first.” 

It was a fine 
young lad who 
thus questioned 
his mother’s sister with such humble 
expectancy. Aunt Mary, wife of Kim 
Chung Suki, in thanksgiving for the 
gift of Faith, had become an ardent 
apostle-teacher, with her favorite neph- 
ew as star pupil. 

Two months later, on the boy’s tenth 
birthday, which coincided with the Feast 
of St. Joseph, the Saving Waters were 
poured over his head, and one more 
namesake was entrusted to the Patron 
of the Universal Church. All of this 
was done secretly lest Joseph’s father, 
who was a priest of the devil wor- 
shipers, hear and offer objections. Ac- 
companied by his aunt, Joseph came 
daily to Mass and Communion, for 
which he longed with all his heart. But 
this sweet joy was to end suddenly, 
and his love for God in the Holy 
Eucharist was to be sorely tried. 














It was not possible, of course, to 
elude long the vigilance of the already 
suspicious parents. When the father 
discovered the deception of his son and 
sister-in-law, his rage did not stop short 
of violence. 

With martyr heroism, the boy bore 
the cruel corporal punishment infi:ctéd 
by his irate parent, but it required al- 
most a miracle of divine grace for him 
to accept the added ‘life sentence’: “I 
forbid you to go near the Catholic 
Church or your aunt, for, if she can, 
she will find a way for you to practice 
this foreign religion.” 

Poor Aunt Mary was almost in de- 
spair. “Joseph will die; he will not eat. 


His father drove me from the house 
when I tried to bring him to my home,” 
she mourned. 

Needless to say, my own attempts to 
see the boy were repulsed. Then be- 
gan a search for an intermediary, who 
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Aunt Mary’s Star Pupil 


A true story, from Father Leo J. Peloquin, of Brockton, Mass., Maryknoller in Yeng You, Korea 


was found in the person of a pagan 
lady, a friend and neighbor of Joseph’s 
family. She managed to slip him a 
piece of paper on which I had written: 

“Keep up your physical strength with 
the food that is given you; take courage 
from your little crucifix. Your love of 
Jesus in the Eucharist will obtain an 
answer to our prayers. Make frequent 
Spiritual Communions. You are con- 
stantly in my prayers.” 

A few days later, the ingenious Aunt 
Mary contrived to see and talk to the 
boy. Through her, he sent a reply to 
my note: 

“Thank you, kind Father, for your 
help. I feast on my Spiritual Commun- 
ions, which I make very frequently 
every day. But, oh, how I long to go 
to Mass and Holy Communion again! 
Please pray for my father’s eyes to be 
opened.” 

There followed a few days’ tull in 
the negotiations. We were able to make 
no contact whatever with the prisoner. 

After a busy day in the confessional 
on the eve of the Feast of the As- 
sumption, I retired fairly early. About 
midnight I was awakened by the patter 
of small stones on my window and 
someone calling my name. Thinking it 
was a sick call, I dressed quickly and 
opening the door found—Joseph! 

“Please hear my confession quickly, 
Father. I tried to get away all day, but 
could not. When my father fell asleep, 
I dressed and stole from the house.” 

After absolving the boy, I asked him 
to rest while I prepared some food for 
him, but he said: 

“No, Father! Thank you! I hope 
to come again in the morning for Mass 
and Holy Communion.” And he was 
off again. 

At Communion time I looked in vain 
for Joseph among those who had come 
to the Banquet in honor of the Queen 
of Heaven. All morning my thoughts 
and prayers were with my little martyr 
of the Eucharist, but he did not come. 
The Angelus at noon tolled a death 
knell to my hopes for that day, at least. 








$1 
Will support a Maryknoll Missioner 
for one day. 


DAILY PRAYERS 
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As I was finishing my Office about 
four-thirty in the afternoon, the door 
of the sacristy opened. To my great 
joy, there stood Joseph again; this time 
with a bolt of cloth under his arm. I 
drew up a chair for him, and he told me 
this story: 


“After leaving you last night, Fa- 
ther, I ran home and opened the door 
quietly, thinking my absence had not 
been noticed ; but as I entered, my father 
was standing there. He asked me where 
I had been. I told him the truth, and 
he rushed at me, striking me down. He 
beat me until I became unconscious. 
This morning after his breakfast, think- 
ing that Mother had made me eat in the 
kitchen (the custom of the head of the 
house eating first and alone is still in 
practice in many Korean homes), Father 
took me with him to our little store. 
He bound my hands and feet and then 
locked me in the small back room. The 
hours seemed endless, but I prayed, 
looking at my crucifix which you gave 
me for my First Holy Communion. 

“T didn’t seem to mind the pains in 
my head, nor those of the ropes that 
cut into my wrists and ankles. Again 
and again, I asked Jesus to come to me 
in Spiritual Communion. I must have 
fallen asleep until I heard the ringing 
of the Angelus. I knew then that my 
father would soon go home for his din- 
ner. When he did, I was unbound and 
taken with him. 

“Again Father ate alone, and un- 
noticed by my mother, little sisters, and 
brothers, I managed to return my rice 
to the kettle without breaking my fast. 
Again my father led me to the store 
and locked me in the back room, but 
this time he did not bind me. 

“Two hours later, it must have been, 
a little girl came to the store with a 
note and a sample of cloth her mother 
wanted. As my father had sold the 
last piece of material like the sample, 
he sent me with this bolt of cloth, hop- 
ing that the lady will buy it. Instead 
of going directly to the house, I told 
the child that I had another place to 
stop on my way, and that if she would 
go home, I would follow shortly. I ran 
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here—and now, Father, may I please 
have Jesus in Holy Communion? I 
have had nothing to eat or drink since 
last night at supper time.” 

Now, the rule of the Church is that 
the faithful may receive Communion 
only during the hours that the priest 
may say Mass. On the missions, these 
hours are from one hour before day- 
break to 12:30 P.M. I had no intention 
of hesitating but Joseph suspected that 
I might and he fell on his knees, raised 
his hands in supplication, and with tears 
in his eyes begged me for Holy Com- 
munion. Looking .down upon him, I 
saw the cruel marks of the ropes on his 
wrists where his father had bound 
him. Our Lord Himself seemed to 
grant the dispensation in His divine 
words to the Apostles: “Suffer the lit- 
tle children to come unto Me, and forbid 
them not.” Putting on my surplice and 





With tears in his eyes 
Joseph begged me for 
Holy Communion. 


stole, I gave him Holy Communion. He 
received his God with a joy. indescrib- 
able. After the prayer before the cru- 
cifix, he picked up his bolt of cloth and 
continued on his errand. 

The lady customer, examining the 
cloth, at first refused to buy; but no- 
ticing the shadow of fear and sorrow 
that crossed the boy’s face—and drawn 
by something, she knew not what—she 
quickly changed her mind (even in the 
Orient, they claim this privilege!) and 
said: 

“There, it is all right. I will take 
seven yards for a dress for myself, and 
the remaining three for my little girl.” 

His errand thus successfully ended, 
Joseph thanked the lady and ran home 
as fast as his short legs would carry 
him. Before his father could question 
him about the delay, Joseph thrust the 
money into his hand, saying, “Father 
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the lady bought ten yards, instead of 
only three as she intended.” 

In his greed, the man soon forgot his 
anger, and, as he placed the reduced bolt 
of cloth in its place on the shelf, Joseph 
slipped into the back room. Falling on 
his knees, he finished his thanksgiving. 


In the year following, Joseph was 
able to receive Communion only two or 
three times, owing to the constant guard 
placed over him by his father. Then 
one day Joseph ran to me in great ex- 
citement, crying: 

“Come quickly, Father! My uncle is 
dying, and my father hopes you can 
make him better.” 

As I expected a battle, you can im- 
agine my amazement to find the sick 
man perfectly prepared, but my surprise 
vanished when Aunt Mary stepped out 
of the shadows. She had been at work 
again in this house with her thorough 
methods! 

“Father,” said the dying man, “I 
should have called you long ago, but 
my brother would not permit it, and we 
fear him very much. Mary wanted to 
baptize me, but I hoped the Shen Foo 
could be brought here to do it. I long 
for Holy Viaticum.” 

It was apparent that there was no 
time to be lost in this case. I ran to 
the Church for the Blessed Sacrament 
and, returning to the house, administered 
the Last Sacraments. The deathbed 
convert passed away peacefully during 
the night. 

The funeral attracted a large gather- 
ing, as the family was well known and 
prominent in local business circles. After 
blessing the grave, I addressed a few 
words to the family and friends, stress- 
ing the happiness of the deceased, and 
emphasizing the meaning of a Christian 
death. As we were leaving the cemetery, 
imagine my surprise to have Joseph’s 
father approach me and thank me for 
all we had done for his brother. He 
promised never again to oppose his son. 


But it is still too soon to say, “They 
lived happily ever after.” Although 
the father is no longer one of Satan’s 
priests, his lifelong friends and former 
pagan activities are strong ties not eas- 
ily broken. Joseph’s love of the Holy 
Eucharist myst conquer in the end. Your 
prayers added to his will hasten the 
victory, You won’t¢ forget, will you? 


MISSIONERS, PARTICULARLY THOSE WHO GO OUT FROM AMERICA. 





THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


OLL SISTERS 


fesmus sees 





Every Trade a Mission Aid 





ISTER Baker has 
spent twenty years 
providing Mary- 
knollers with the 
“staff of life,” di- 
viding this time be- 
tween the Seminary, 
the Venard, and the 
Motherhouse. “One 
of my boys,” is the 
way Sister speaks 
of each of Mary- 
knoll’s three bishops. And as for Mary- 
knoll’s first martyr, “Oh, yes, I used 
to make him apple pies when he was 
in knee-pants at the Venard.” 


























Sister Doctor—with a Sister Nurse 
and a Sister Pharmacist—runs a dis- 
pensary at Shingishu, Korea, which 
some recent visitors described as one of 
the best equipped along the mission 
trail. Several dispensaries, a general 
hospital in Manila, a hospital for the 
insane in Shanghai, a tuberculosis sana- 
torium for Japanese in Monrovia, Cali- 
fornia, and another about to be opened 
in Japan, all call for medically trained 
Sisters. 

Sister Artist, three of whose Ma- 
donnas have appeared as the Christmas 
cover design of THe Fretp Arar, is 
shown on this page finishing a charcoal 


IF YOU CAN’T GIVE 


tribute to Our Lady of Lourdes and 
little St. Bernadette. 

Sister Teacher is explaining the old, 
old story of Mary and the Christ Child 
to two little Korean girls. In the Mary- 
knoll Sisters’ schools on the Pacific 
Coast, in the Hawaiian and Philippine 
Islands, in China, Korea, Manchukuo, 
the pupils make up a veritable League 
of Nations, 

Director of the workshop, designer, 
teacher of religion, “mother” to all her 
“girls,” is the Sister in charge of a 
Mission Arts department where native 
women and girls, employed in vestment 
making and other needlework, are often 


converted through daily religious in- 
struction. 

Sister Secretary has work to do in 
the office. In the stencil room of THE 
Fietp Arar Office one-eighth of a mil- 
lion magazine wrappers are addresso- 
graphed each month. Altogether forty 
Maryknoll Sisters assist in the admin- 
istrative offices of the Maryknoll Fa- 
thers. 

Twelve Maryknoll Sisters are clois- 


Sister Baker, 
Sister Doctor, 
and Sister Ar- 
tist all find 
their special- 
ized work help- 
ful in the for- 
eign mission 
apostolate. 


YOUR PERSONAL SERVICE TO THE MISSION CAUSE, BE 
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tered. At home or abroad, at work or 
at prayer, all are active missioners. 
When a pagan woman was almost 
miraculously converted only a half hour 
before her death, a Maryknoll Sister 
in China recently wrote, “Some friend’s 
prayers and sacrifices, someone’s hours 
of work at THE Frietp Arar Office, or 
perhaps in the Seminary kitchen, won 
for this woman the grace of conversion.” 


Maryknoll Sisters— 


is the popular designation of the Foreign 
Mission Sisters of St. Dominic, Inc. (legal 
title). In its origin the community goes back 
to the early days of Maryknoll. The Holy 
See gave its final approval in 1920. Mother 
Mary Joseph is the Mother General. heading 
the present body of 474 professed Sisters, 51 
novices, and 15 postulants. There are 234 Sis- 
ters in overseas mission work, 42 are working 
among Orientals in America, and 82 are en- 
gaged by the Maryknoll Fathers in adminis- 
tration work and in domestic work in their 
seminaries. A recent development in the Sis- 
ters’ community is a cloistered group. 


Central Addresses— 

Motherhouse and administration : Mary- 
knoll, N. Y. 

Pacific Coast: 425 South Boyle Ave., 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

South China: Waterloo Road, Kow- 
loontong, Hong Kong. 

Shanghai, China: Mercy Hospital, Pei 
Chiao, Near Ming Hong. 

Manchukuo: Tenshudo, Dairen, Man- 
chukuo. 

Korea: 257 Sangsukuri, Tenshudo, 
Heijo, Korea. 

Japan: Karasaki, Shiga-ken. 

Philippines: St. Mary’s Hall, Manila. 

Hawaii: 1722 Dole St., Honolulu. 


A MISSIONER BY PROXY. 















Maryknoll uses 
the talent and 
special training 
of Sistet 
Teacher, Sis- 
ter Secretary, 
and Sister 
Seamstress, 
for the one 
cause, the sal- 
vation of souls. 
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VACATION READING 


EFRESHING ands stimulating — 

that is how every reader finds these 
twin volumes of LITTLE FLOWER 
literature, offered by Maryknoll’s Clois- 
tered Sisters. 


The SPIRIT of St. Thérése.. .90¢ 


Her AUTOBIOGRAPHY 


Wrapper... .50¢ Cloth... .$1.00 
Postage Extra 


THE MARYKNOLL CLOISTER 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 











SUPPORT A MARYKNOLL SISTER AT $1 A DAY. 
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Maryknoll Mission 


Edueation Bureau 





A Word To The Wise 

EAL is not a stay-at-home virtue. 

It is intensely alive and active, and 
essentially altruistic. It looks upon things 
at home always against the wide and 
distant horizons beyond. In other words, 
zeal is charity so far advanced, so vio- 
lently kindled, that it can no longer con- 
fine itself to the immediate or the fu- 
ture, nor restrain itself by things pres- 
ent or ahead—it embraces them all and 
sets them all on fire. Truly is it said 
of such love: As one lamp lights 
another, nor grows less, so nobleness 
enkindleth nobleness. Zeal begets zeal. 
Fire cast on the earth fires the earth 
and goes on burning, its flames in- 
creasing. 

If there are to be zealous missioners 
afield beyond the borderlines of Chris- 
tianity, there must be living torches at 
home — missioners-at-home: men and 
women, boys and girls, who by their 
apostolic spirit of prayer and sacrifice 
and love for others accept generously 
the obligation of saving the world. From 
their ranks come the torch-bearers of 
the Faith. Christ, a Man in the ranks! 
A picture the world, even the Catholic 
world, is too slow to contemplate. Of 
the rank and file was Christ, the unex- 
pected Good Who actually came out of 
Nazareth, the First Missioner to bring 
glad tidings. “Other Christs” out of 
other Nazareths sent forth with the 
prayers and tears of “other Marys,” 
will come to take the pagan world by 
the storm of their zeal. 

Zeal is a spiritual ideal attained 
through the practical; it is an abstract 
that must of its nature be embodied in 
the concrete. What can you do to re- 
kindle the zeal in your own heart, to 
impart it to others? 

Have you a neighbor who cannot 
read? Someone perhaps who has never 
learned to read? Someone who sits in 
the darkness of the blind, or the shadow 
of death from old age and sickness? 
If you know any such potential apostles 
for souls, how about spending a little 
time now and then talking missions to 


MARYKNOLL MISSION . 
EDUCATION BUREAU 


Designed to meet your 
mission promotion problems. 


Literature Section— 
offers mission books and pamphlets. 
Write for our complete price lists. 


Press Section— 

provides Catholic newspapers and maga- 
zines with mission copy and photo- 
graphs, 

Entertainment and Lecture 
Section— 

olfers some twenty-five plays, mission 
movies and stereopticon lectures. Write 
for catalogue. 


School Section— 

is at the service of all primary and 
secondary school teachers. Father Chin 
heads the Maryknoll Junior Club and 
our young folks’ magazine, The Mary- 
knoll Junior. University, college and 
high school young men and women are 
enrolled individually as Maryknoll Pi- 
oneers. 

Reference and Research 
Service— 

will provide you with bibliographies, 
subject reading references, statistics, 
photos and general mission information. 








them, reading mission magazines and 
books to them, convincing them that the 
apostleship is as much theirs as yours, 
that by prayer and sacrifice and willing 
suffering they may reap a harvest of 
otherwise forgotten souls? There may 
be such potential apostles at institu- 
tions near you; Catholic and non-Cath- 
olic patients who feel their own service 
to humanity ended with their physical 
handicap. Share your apostolate with 
them, help them realize the tremendous 
truth that their suffering, their inca- 
pacity in a material world, is their 
greatest claim to importance in the un- 
seen world of souls. 

Remind them that it is true, though 
hackneyed, that more things are wrought 
by prayer than this world dreams of; 
that more souls are saved by suffering 
love than dreamers suspect. Strange 
paradox, that the weakest of men may 
be the dynamos of the universe. Let 
your zeal discover to such their divine 
calling. 





RAY and work for conversions. 
Everywhere there are souls to be 
saved. 


, historical retrospect. 


Book Reviews 


A History of the Expansion of 
Christianity (Vol. Il). The Thou- 
sand Years of Uncertainty. By 
Kenneth Scott Latourette. New York: 
Harper & Bros. $3.50 


This is the second volume in the pro- 
posed six volume series of the mission- 
ary expansion of Christianity from the 
time of Christ to our own day. It por- 
trays specifically the missionary efforts 
of the Middle Ages, taken here as the 
period that flows onward from the 
breakup of the earlier Roman Empire 
to the beginning of the modern world. 

The title of this second volume does 
not view this millenium as uncertain in 
Rather, it seeks 
to characterize a period that felt its 
uncertain way toward the realization of 
its mission objective, each movement 
of expansion or restriction, progress or 
retrogression, being judged in the light 
of the period itself. 

The author rightly points out how 
quickly in the newly founded missions 
the foreign personnel became unneccs- 
sary. Rarely during this thousand years 
did more than a few generations pass, 
when the work of pioneers was ended 
and the Church was manned by sons 
of the soil. The contrast is made in 
this respect with missions that were to 
be established after the fifteenth cen- 
tury—a point that seems well taken. It 
may be observed that in our own day 
a much nearer approach to this earlier 
ideal has been realized. The author 
also brings home to us a fact that we 
too often forget, namely, that it took 
most of the whole span of fifteen cen- 
turies to convert the nations of Europe. 
By keeping this in mind, we are able to 
arrive at a more just estimate of the 
relative progress of missions in our 
own day. 

To readers of Doctor Latourette’s 
first volume, it will almost suffice to 
say that the second volume of the series 
attains equal stature in missionary and 
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historical literature. The same scholar- 
ly knowledge of the general historical 
field and understanding of the impor- 
tance of the missionary movement so 
evident in the first volume of the series 
is also here manifest. 
—G. C. P. 

Fun and Festival from India. By 
Rose Wright. New York: Friendship 
Press, 1938. Paper cover, twenty-five 
cents. 


Jalsas and melas, dignified observances 
and gay fairs, suggestive of the mingled 
spiciness and fantastic glamour of India, 
will intrigue, instruct, and entertain 
study clubs taking this ancient land of 
mystery for topic. Miss Wright, with 
a selective eye to local color, has pro- 
duced an interesting and helpful little 
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Read Maryknoll’s new pamphlet, 
“Lo Pa Hong, Coolie of St. Joseph.” 
5 cents 








Maryknoll Story Leaflets 


A new item in Maryknoll publications 
makes its bow this month. 

Maryknoll Story Leaflets are engag- 
ing little stories, most of which have 
already appeared in print. 

We announce below eight titles to 
which we hope to add. 








booklet on India. While obviously 
written primarily as an aid to non-Cath- 
olic mission action and study groups, 
the booklet may be used profitably by 
other groups, whether missionary or 
otherwise. —M. F. 
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Summertime Plays 


The Dragon Conquered—A stirring 
play about Chinese bandits for young 
men or boys. Jour copies for $1. 


A La Masque—Based on a mission 
theme, this modern and humorous play 
will prove popular with clubs and so- 
dalities. Four copies for $1. 


The Plot Quickens—A humorous 
play with just enough mystery to grati- 
fy expectant audiences. Mission clubs 
and High Schools will welcome this 
play. Four copies for $1. 


Address order or request for catalogue to: 


Maryknoll Mission Education Bureau, 
Maryknoll P.O., N.Y. 




















Maryknoll 


Story Leaflets ! 























Order Blank 








Quantity 


Title 





Little Lotus 





Miyoko Returns the Favor 











Red Sandalwood 





Rosa, Daughter of Hunger 














Father Winthrop Talks of Folly 








Brother Barnabas Talks It Out 








The Smilette Trio 











Peter’s Penny 














30 for 25 cents; 10 doz. for $1. 


6 6 0.8.8 ©6056. a 8 e-2 650. O08 © 2.0.6 66.2 #. CEE 6 iwiesd 6S 0,6 8 





Send order to: The Maryknoll Mission Education Bureau, Maryknoll P.O., N.Y. 


AND THE NEXT GENERATION WILL SEE GREAT GROWTH IN THE CHURCH. 















HE mortal remains of 
“0 Maryknoll’s “smiling 
| boy priest,” Father 
m Gerard A. Donovan, 
of Pittsburgh, ra. 
sapniich by bandits in Manchukuo 
on October 5 and found slain on 
February 11, entered the Golden 
Gate April 25, aboard the SS. 
Chichibu Maru. His Excellency, 
Archbishop John J. Mitty was on 





the pier. He was accompanied by 
Rt. Rev. Msgr. John J. Culleen, 
Rev. Arthur F. Allie, M.M., and 


members of the clergy and laity, 
including some Chinese from the 
Paulist Fathers’ Mission. 

St. Mary’s Cathedral was 
crowded with Sisters, school chil- 
dren, and the laity when the body 
was brought in, followed by details 
from the San Francisco Police and 
Fire Departments, who kept guard 
during the three days. The Rosary 
was recited; a brief address by 
Archbishop Mitty followed. His 
Excellency directed his remarks 


Father Dono- 
van, the first 
Maryknoller to 
meet violent 
death, who 
came home on 
May first. 





principally to the children, hold- 
ing up to them the ideal of the 
“spirit of sacrifice which is in 
every boy and girl and which 
flowered in the heart of the smil- 
ing boy, Gerard Donovan, who 
not so very long ago offered 
himself to the service of God, and 
who finally surrendered his very 
life, a captive, slowly starving to 
death—all alone, with nothing to 
cling to save Christ.” Archbishop 
Mitty likened the occasion to a 
similar one of two years ago, when 
the body of Father Damien rested 
in San Francisco for five days 
while on route to Belgium. 

“We are honored today,” he 
said, “in having the body of Fa- 
ther Donovan pause here on its 
way home. . . And while we dare 
not bespeak the Holy See, we feel 
that he has already gone to God. 








I, a missionary priest or nun! 
Why not? Think it over. 


MANY MISSIONERS UNDERGO HARDSHIPS, BUT THE CONSOLATIONS OF THEIR 
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‘Father Jerry” 
Comes Home 


Nevertheless, we offer our prayers 
for him, hoping he will bring 
choicest blessings on our city and 
archdiocese.” 

On April 27, at a Pontifical 
Requiem sung at the Cathedral, a 
deeply impressive eulogy was de- 
livered by Rev. Thomas O’Kane, 
of St. Joseph’s College. 


Out of Pioneer America— 


We were the last born of the na- 
tions. We were attempting to build a 
society in the wilderness and, at the 
same time, striving to heal the wounds 
of Civil War. Our frontier was mov- 
ing, and our population was growing. 
The vastness of our geographical ex- 
panse was presenting difficulties novel 
even to Rome. Dioceses had to be 
erected, churches and schools had to 
be built, an immigrant population had 
to be cared for. This had to be done 
in the face of a scarcity of priests, in 
the face of a culture inimical to our 
very being, and in the face of the temp- 
tation to material aggrandizement that 
was doing us no good. . . Our eyes be- 
came fixed on our immediate needs, on 
our parishes, our dioceses, our nation. 
And so much were we bothered with 
‘many things’ that we were in danger 
of forgetting the ‘better part’ of the 
Church of Christ—that above all else 
the Church of Christ has a world-wide 
view, and to each parish and to each 
diocese Jesus Christ has given the com- 
mand: “Going, therefore, teach ye all 
nations.” 

It was in the winter of that coldness 
and seeming inactivity that the first 
stirrings came. 

Thanks to the institutions of the 
Catholic Americans who had gone be- 
fore us with their prayers; thanks to 
the inspirations of those missioners 
whose memorials dotted every state; 
thanks to those Shepherds in Sion who 
realized that the diocese is only a ca- 
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nonical structure, but the Church of 
Christ is something that knows no 
bounds, some beginning of activity ap- 
peared. 


First Mission Stirrings— 


Then three things quickly and sud- 
denly happened in America, In 1908 
Pius X by his Decree ‘Sapientiae Con- 
silio’ removed the United States from 
the spiritual jurisdiction of the Society 
for the Propagation of the Faith and 
declared it was no longer a missionary 
country, and he reminded us that it was 
now our duty to go out and evangelize 
the world. Almost coincident with this 
decree, the Society of Saint Sulpice, with 
its traditional love for foreign missions, 
began to encourage the American clergy 
to lift up its eyes to the fields white 
for the harvest. At the same time, 
there stood in this very sanctuary a 
representative of the English mission- 
ary Society, Cardinal Vaughan. 

These three incidents struck a respon- 
sive chord in the hearts of two men 
whose names will ever be in benedic- 
tion, Bishop Walsh and Father Price. 
Before the shining example of Euro- 
pean countries, which had builded mis- 
sionary societies, and urged on by the 
example of Protestant churches in this 
country, which were then sending out 
missionaries, they dreamed a_ great 
dream of establishing in America a 
group of diocesan men who would un- 
dertake the special work of the foreign 
missions, just as other men were en- 
gaged in the tra‘ning of priests, the 
supervising of education, and admin- 
istering the corporal works of mercy. 

It would not be my place here to tell 
you what these two men accomplished. 
Suffice it to say that, while the shep- 
herds of our Church were favorable, 
the great body of our people believed 
the action premature. They believed 
that with characteristic generosity 
Americans would give all the money 
needed, but America would never give 
you men, she would never give you life. 
We were too soft, too pampered for 
the life which mission work entails... 
But thcy persevered, and the American 
hierarchy finally sponsored the starting 
of an American Seminary. Pope Pius 
X blessed these two men and sent them 
forth, as Rome had sent Augustine and 


Seminarians keeping watch in the Sem- 
inary chapel during the night of May first. 


HAPPY LIFE FAR OUTSHINE 


LL Maryknoll priests offer their 
Friday Masses for benefactors. Be- 
sides these Masses, benefactors share in 
the prayers and sacrifices of our stu- 
dents, Brothers and Sisters, and in the 
prayers of the Christians on the missions. 








Patrick before them for the conversion 
of the world. Against tremendous odds 
the Catholic Foreign Mission Society 
of America went into its Nazareth at 
Hawthorne. It continued its work as 
it does today in a most unassuming 
manner. They secured a site on the 
banks of the Hudson and threw over it 
the mantle of Mary and called it Mary- 
knoll. 


Maryknoll’s First Departure— 


Seven years passed. . . On September 
8, 1918, the peal of a bronze bell echocd 
across the waters of the Hudson, call- 
ing four missioners into the presence 
of Jesus Chri:t. The crucifix was 
placed in eac!: -riest’s hand, the kiss of 
peace was given, and as Gounod’s ‘De- 
parture’ arose on the air, for the first 
time American boys looked upon Amer- 
ican mothers and American youth left 
all to drink to the dregs of the chalice 
of complete surrender to Jesus Christ, 
to go and never count the going, to la- 
bor and never name the pain, to relin- 
quish all in the world that matters, 
never to see home again, never to invoke 
even the benefit of flag, to die by vio- 
lence if it should be given them to die 
by violence, and never to offer ransom 
even for life. 
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We saw the little group of mission- 
ers pass out through the Golden Gate, 
and, while we were in admiration of 
their nobility of purpose, we stood on 
the shores and we wondered, “Will they 
be able to plant and to water in blood 
and in tears?” 


America’s Answer— 


My dear brethren, there is the 
answer . .. American youth can die 
for Jesus Christ. “The flowers have 
appeared in our land... . The fig tree 
hath put forth her green figs; the vines 
in flower yield their sweet smell.” Upon 
America the spring of God’s grace is 
descending at last. 

Father Donovan: Valiant warrior of 
an ancicnt line! Your soul has magni- 
fied the Lord, and your spirit has re- 
joiced in God your Savior. Behold, 
henceforth generations will tell in this 
land of your birth, what you have done 
for the glory of God. You have taken 
your place with Theophane Venard in 
the love of every American heart. You 
have given us courage. You have given 
us a shining example. May your body 
as it crosses our mountains and plains 
bring upon America the benediction of 
all the holy ones who have gone before 
you, of Serra, Palou, Kino, Jogucs, 
Lallemont and Brebeuf, of Marquette, 
and of the heroes unsung who have la- 
bored here to make us what we are. 
So that we, even as you, may see that 
White Figure walking with nail-pierced 
feet in fields afar; that we, even as you, 
may l.car and answer His call: “Arise, 
maize haste, America, and come, for 


THE DARKER SIDE, —Bishop J. A. Walsh. 
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your winter is now past; your rains 
are over and gone, your fig tree hath 
put on her green figs. Arise, America, 
and come!” 


Maryknoll Home-Coming— 

Rev. Joseph Connors, Mary- 
knoll missioner from Korea, con- 
ducted Father Donovan’s body 
across country, arriving at Har- 
mon station in New York on May 
first. Bishop J. E. Walsh, Su- 
perior General, and a delegation of 
Maryknoll priests were at the sta- 
tion to meet the precious remains 
and conduct them to the chapel in 
the Seminary. There, a Low Mass 
was celebrated immediately by 
Rev. Joseph Donovan, brother of 
the slain priest. Father Donovan’s 
aged mother, from Pittsburgh, 


Below: The funeral procession of some 
eight hundred wending its way to Mary- 
knoll’s God’s Acre on May second. 


was present and impressed all of 
us with her beautiful resignation. 

Streams of visitors passed by 
the casket all day Sunday and 
crowded the chapel on Monday for 
the Pontifical Requiem Mass cele- 
brated by Bishop J. E. Walsh. 
The Bishop was assisted by Fa- 
ther Francis Mullen, of Pittston, 
Pa., and Father John O’Don- 
nell, of New York City, both com- 
panion missioners of Father Don- 
ovan in Manchukuo. Immediately 


IF YOU 


following the ceremony Bishop 
Walsh delivered a forceful eulogy, 
which follows in part: 

Father Gerard Donovan embodied 
in his person and in his career much 
more than the simple ability to face death 
with a smile. He faced life also with 
a smile—which is harder to do—and con- 
sequently when he made the supreme 
sacrifice he was only dying as he had 
lived, according to a providential law 
which often allows the final touch of 
a man’s life to be in keeping with his 
preliminary career. And it is for the 
reason that Father Donovan faced life 
so well that he was chosen by God. to 
face death so triumphantly. The back- 
ground of this sacrifice is nine years of 
selfless devotion, untiring zeal, and smil- 
ing courage. This involved the daily 
decisions of nine long years under the 
hardest missionary conditions, and these 
daily decisions were always to forget 
the things that are behind and keep 


pressing on to what lay before, the prize 
of the supernal vocation in Christ Jesus. 
(Phil.; tii, 13-14) What were the 
activities of this constantly active priest ? 
Only one, but that was the mest impor- 
tant activity in the world, and in fact, 
the only activity in the world that is 
important at all—helping other peo- 
ple. Christ made men important by 
dying for them; by that act revealed 
the purpose of the universe as a sim- 
ple problem of helping and saving men. 
Whatever activity is helpful to the souls 


THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll 


Above: “Father Jerry’s’”? mother, who 
came to Maryknoll from Pittsburgh for 
the funeral. 


of men is thereby worth doing in the 
world, and whatever fails to contribute 
to that end is futile, and what retards 
it is harmful. This is a true touch- 
stone, and one by which we can confi- 
dently assess the worth to the world 
of any instrument of God. 

The mission of Manchukuo is not an 
easy one. There is perhaps no mission 
where it is easier to be daunted by the 
prospects, compromised by the dangers 
and doubts, inhibited by the oppositions 
and barriers, worried and preoccupied 
by the troubles and anxieties—no mis- 
sion where it is easier to have the na- 
tive hue of resolut!cn sicklied over with 
the pale cast of thought—and to forget 
to smile. Yet a man who forgets him- 
self will not forget to smile. 


To Lie With the Founders— 

This day is overshadowed with di- 
vinity. This day brings God very near. 
We go now to a little plot of ground 
that has been selected by Almighty God 
to enshrine and memorialize a great 
providential plan that may well play a 
major role in the history of His Church. 
Here close together will lie the pre- 
cious remains of three men who in their 
careers and in their own persons have 
proved the apostolic character of the 
American priesthood. Here lie the three 
protagonists of the movement that has 
given a new impetus to the speedy reali- 
zation of the purpose for which Christ 
came on earth. Here are the two 
founders, who showed us the way to 
realize the fullness of Christ’s priest- 


HAVE NOT BEEN CALLED TO THE APOSTOLATE YOURSELF, 
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hood, and here with them will lie their 
first young martyr who actually walked 
that way. It is fitting that they should 
lie here together, for they are the provi- 
dential instruments associated in the 
building and completion of a common 
work. Maryknoll is complete, and Amer- 
ica is apostolic. They are here for a 
grace and a blessing and an inspiration, 
an ever-living reminder of the sublime 
principle which they sealed both in life 
and in death. 


Triumph and Sorrow— 

Maryknoll feels the spiritual glory 
of this triumph. And Maryknoll is 
proud of the sublimity of this moment 
when it is privileged to offer to God 
the pure sacrifice of this ardent young 
priest who walked so courageously by 
the side of his Divine Master. But 
Maryknoll also feels very sharply the 
grief of separation, for if Maryknoll 
has gained a glorious model, yet Mary- 
knoll has lost a son and a brother. 
Every heart at Maryknoll shared the 
anxiety of his captivity, shared the pain 
of his loss, hopes to share the triumph 
of his victory. 

And in addition to our own per- 
sonal grief, Maryknoll likewise shares 
in a particular way the heavy sorrow 


PRAY FOR VOCATIONS. 


Maryknoll Perpetual Associates 


share in 11,000 Masses annually and in 
the prayers and works of all Mary- 
knollers. Payments of two dollars may 
be sent each month until the fifty-dollar 
offering has been completed. 
Address: The Maryknoll Fathers, 
Maryknoll, New York. 








that is involved in this sacrifice for 
his father and mother and his devoted 
family. No words of ours could fully 
assuage their sorrow, and for a full 
understanding of this mystery we can 
only commend them to the divine con- 
solation of Christ Himself, in Whose 
footsteps their manly son so courageous- 
ly walked, and to the maternal comfort 
of Christ’s Immaculate Mother, who 
stood near their son in his trial just as 
she stood near her own Son at the foot 
of the cross. Time will soften their 
sorrow as it reveals to them the spir- 
itual glory of the sublime role for 
which their own son has been selected. 
Now they are paying the price of great- 
ness, the human pang that comes in 
yielding the loved one to a great spir- 


At the cemetery: ‘‘Father Jerry’s” mother 
(in wheel chair) and other members of 
the Donovan family are in the center of 
the picture. The graves directly in front 
of Mrs. Donovan are those of Maryknoll’s 
founders, Bishop Walsh and Father Price. 
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itual role that involves sacrifice, the 
vocation to live on that elevated plane 
by which God establishes an example 
and an inspiration for the general good 
of mankind. 

The role of Father Gerard Donovan 
ever will be history at Maryknoll, and 
generations of young apostles yet un- 
born will pray for the grace to share 
his spirit, catch his generosity, to inherit 
his smile. He lives in Heaven with 
God. And he will live on our hilltop 
forever. 

The founders of Maryknoll have been 
vindicated in their judgment regarding 
the apostolic character of the American 
priesthood. They have been justified 
in their estimate of American youth. 
They made no mistake. 


To the Maryknoll God’s Acre— 


Interment took place in the 
Maryknoll cemetery. The proces- 
sion of some eight hundred priests, 
Brothers, students, Sisters, and lay 
people accompanied Father Dono- 
van’s casket down the wooded 
path to the cemetery. There Fa- 
ther Donovan will rest, an inspira- 
tion to the incipient missioners be- 
ing formed here at the Home 
Knoll. 


THE HARVEST IS GREAT; THE LABORERS 
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Our World of “Missions 


HE missioner’s only task 
is conversion. In countries 
such as Japan, he can bring 
little in a material way 
which the country does 
not enjoy and, thus, seeks 
solely to crown the ma- 
terial with the spiritual 
beauty of Christian ideals 
and with Christ Himself. 

But to bestow this 
crown, the missioner— 
priest, Brother, or Sister 
—must enter into the life of the people. 
Life means action, and action requires 
something more than goodwill. Hence 
the importance of knowledge and train- 
ing in our missioners. Many mission 
bishops now feel that no Brother or 
Sister should go to the field without 
long training for the prosecution of 
an active career of well-doing. All mis- 
sioners—priests, Brothers, and Sisters— 
should be primarily evangelists. Fre- 
quently, then, in addition to the main 
body which is to preach, certain indi- 
viduals establish their prestige by be- 
coming known as educators, doctors, 
nurses, or the like. 

Maryknollers, therefore, appreciate 
deeply the value of the Society of Cath- 
olic Medical Missionaries, which Doc- 
tor Dengel has so successfully estab- 
lished in Washington. Much good for 
souls will come from such carefully 
trained apostles as Doctor Helen La- 
linsky, just sent to India, known in 
religion as Sister Alma, and a reminder 
to us of Sister Mercy of the Maryknoll 
Sisters. 





By the new regulations issued by the 
Holy See in 1935, Sister Alma was able 
to make her entire medical course after 
entering religion. She made pre-medi- 
cal studies at Trinity College, Wash- 
ington, and entered the Women’s Medi- 
cal College at Philadelphia. After tak- 
ing her degree, she practiced at Miseri- 
cordia Hospital, Philadelphia, and later 
made special studies in the surgical and 
gynecological departments of George- 
town University Hospital. 

A Sister who, thus armed, preaches 
Christ has an entrée to many souls. 
Among Catholic missioners there is no 


grave danger that the Gospel will be 
forgotten in the pursuit of science. 
Maryknoll’s several Sister Doctors and 
many Sister Nurses have encountered 
no difficulties on this score. 


Bishop Yeung Passes— 


Maryknoll feels keenly the death of 
Bishop Yeung, Auxiliary of Canton, 





Luke Cheng, Professor of Fine Arts at 
the Catholic University of Peking, repro 
ductions of whose: paintings have fre- 
quently appeared in Tue Fierp AFAR. 
Professor Cheng was converted while 
painting religious subjects in Chinese 
style for Archbishop Costantini, former 
Apostolic Delegate to China. He believes 
that art has an apostolic work to do. 
“Just as the ancient Chinese polytheistic 
art educated the people in paganism, so 
the new monotheistic native Christian art 
must prepare generations for the Catholic 
Faith.” 
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Our note pages on men 
and things missionary 


for he was very close to Maryknollers 
in South China. 

Bishop Yeung was the first Chinese 
bishop in South China. Bishop Four- 
quet, the long-visioned shepherd of 
Canton, arranged with the Holy See for 
his appointment. His consecration took 
place on July 26, 1931. Assisting Bishop 
Fourquet for the occasion was Mary- 
knoll’s present Superior General, Bish- 
op Walsh, and the Vicar Apostolic of 
Shiuchow, Bishop Canazei. 

Bishop Yeung was 52 years of age 
when he assumed the episcopacy, and 
thus died at the age of 58. We offer 
our condolences to Bishop Fourquet, 
who has been deprived of one who 
helped him immensely in the conduc’ of 
his mission. For the Church in South 
China, Bishop Yeung has already ful- 
filled a great role; he has becn a symbol 
of the catholicity of the Church, at a 
time when men’s minds were embittered 
by nationalism and all too willing to 
stop short of considering Christ be- 
cause the messenger of Christ was a 
hated foreigner. Many more Chinese 
bishops will succeed him in South China. 


Talking Points on China— 


Catholics in China, by latest report, 
number three million. The war with 
Japan has since intervened, but we have 
strong evidence that, war notwithstand- 
ing, progress continues to be made. 
While fighting has been widespread, 
armies have not clashed in fifty per 
cent of the Church’s 135 mission terri- 
tories in the country. 

In the 1937 statistics, which the Jesu- 
its in Shanghai have just now been 
able to publish, converts number 89,267 ; 
the total of Baptisms, converts included, 
approaches the six-hundred-thousand 
mark (576,348). 

Missioners report that they distributed 
over twenty-eight million Communions 
during the year. Over ten million treat- 
ments were given in our dispensaries. 
In secondary schools, there are some 
20,000 young men and women; there 
are 432,000 boys and girls in our grade 
schools. 

The figure of 2,679 foreign priests in 
China means that, besides replacement 


ONE BILLION NON-CHRISTIANS IN FIELDS AFAR STILL 
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The Most Rev. Charles F. Buddy (center), first Bishop of San_ Diego, with (left to right) Rt. Rev. Msgr. Joseph Corrigan, 


Rector of the Catholic University o 


f America at Washington, D.C.; Bishop Walsh, Maryknoll’s Superior General; Mr. Joseph 


I, Breen of Hollywood, National Director of Movie Censorship; and Rt. Rev. Msgr. John M. Hegarty, Vicar General of San 
Diego. The photo was taken in the garden of Bishop Buddy’s residence. 


of all losses in the ranks, the total has 
increased by 43. The Chinese priests 
now number 1,898, having increased 76. 

Brothers in China total 1,381, which 
is a gain of 118 for the year. Foreign 
Sisters increased by 104 to 2,224; and 
Chinese Sisters have risen to 3,769, 
a gain of 143. 

Thus priests, Brothers, and Sisters 
in China, our consecrated forces which 
bear the burden of the task to win its 
millions to the Lord, number approxi- 
mately 12,000. 

Once again we find ourselves toying 
with statistics, despite the disrepute in 
which they are held by so many. We 
take refuge in the little axiom that 
there is nothing so eloquent as a fact, 
and we are among the optimistic ones 
who class statistics as facts. 

We think you will be within the 
realms of verity, therefore, if you keep 
in mind that China has: 


1. 3,000,000 Catholics. 

2. 90,000 converts last year. 

3. 28,000,000 Communions last year. 

4, 10,000,000 dispensary treatments. 

5. 450,000 in Catholic schools. 

6. 12,000 priests, Brothers, and Sis- 
ters. 


Seminarian World— 


The Holy Father has just sent warm 
congratulations to the Missionary Union 
of the Clergy of Italy on the publica- 
tion of a new mission magazine exclu- 
sively for seminarians. “Euntes,” as the 
periodical is called, will appear every 
two months. 


In most cities and towns in the United 
States a seminarian is a rare article, 
but a peep into the latest Catholic Di- 
rectory reveals that there are some 
16,000 in the seminaries of the country. 
The Missionary Union, which has made 
a promising start in the United States, 
may well list this hidden world as a 
field for future cultivation. “Spes messis 
in Semine,” an inscription in stone over 
one of our Maryknoll portals, reads, 
“The hope of the harvest is in the seed.” 
Certainly, hopes for any worthwhile 
participation in mission work by the 
Church in America during the coming 
generation depend greatly on the catho- 
licity of spirit of the young men now 
passing through our seminaries. 





Missionary By-products— 


If enough individuals do the finer 
thing the world will become finer. How- 
ever, our primary interest is the salva- 
tion of the individual soul. Hence, any 
advantage to world international affairs 
which may come from the conversion 
of all men is a by-product. 

It is interesting to see the concern 
which keen leaders of men attach to 
this by-product of missionary effort. 
Governor Frank Murphy of Michigan 
wrote of it recently to the American 
Vincentians. 

“Tt gives us encouragement,” says 
Governor Murphy, “in the knowledge 
that obstacles far greater than those be- 
fore us are steadily being surmounted 
by missioners the world over. It in- 


spires new confidence that by application 
of the patience and zeal that character- 
ize our missioners abroad we can con- 
tribute materially to the solution by 
Christian methods of our own prob- 
lems in human relations. Perhaps as 
the kindly influence of His way spreads 
within each land, we may expect that 
in time it will permeate also the field 
of international relations, where today 
it is so tragically lacking.” 





The Universal Priesthood— 


The forefathers of many Negroes in 
the United States were dragged aboard 
slave ships at Kotonou, now in Daho- 
mey, French West Africa. Kotonou 
was long one of the principal ports in 
West Africa for the shipping of slaves 
to America. 

At Kotonou recently, a Solemn Mass 
was celebrated to mark the opening of 
a Colonial Exhibition. The celebrant, 
deacon, and subdeacon were African 
priests of local families. Today, the 
Guinea Coast has no slave raiders or 
slaves; and, impelled by missioners and 
cther friendly Europeans, its people 
are breaking with that past which for 
centuries left them so strangely apathetic 
to betterment. 

The Church is growing steadily. The 
African faithful are happily engaged 
in giving of their modest means for its 
support, in giving their daughters for 
the convent, and in giving their sons 
to the ranks of Christ’s royal, universal 
priesthood. 


WAIT TO BE TAUGHT THE KNOWLEDGE AND LOVE OF GOD. 
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are missioners-at-home, boys and girls, who help missioners-in-fields-afar by prayer and sacrifice. “Adopt” one of the 
Maryknoll Missioners departing for the missions this summer; write his name on the trunk tag; mark the number of your 
spiritual offerings for him on the trunk trays as designated; and fill out the blank below. Send trunk and blank to Father 
Chin, Maryknoll, New York. 
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CHINA—Frs. Arthur J. Briggs, Jos. M. Reardon, Francis J. Lynch, of Mass.; Frs. Raymond L. Hanrahan, Thos. J. 
Baucr, of N. Y.; Frs. Maurice J. Duffy, Francis J. Daubert, Constantine F. Wolotkiewicz, 
of Penna.; Fr. Bernard F. Wieland, of Iowa; Fr. Francis J. Mulligan, of N. J.; Fr. John 
J. Mihelko, of Ohio; Fr. John F. Donovan, of R. I.; Fr. Francis G. Kelliher, of Wash. 


MANCHUKUO—Fr. John A. Fisher, of Mass.; Fr. Wm. F. Pheur, of N. H.; Fr. Edw. 
J. Manning, of N. Y. 


JAPAN—Fr. Arthur J. 
Merfeld, of Iowa; Fr. 
Ernest E. Mailhot, of 
Mass. 





KOREA—Fr. J. Jos. 
Daly, of Mass.; Fr. Pat- 
rick M. Dunne, of N. 
Y.; Fr. Arthur F. Allie, 
of Wis. 


Holy Communion . 
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Stations £ Cross ‘|: Dear Father Missioner, 
ar i Please accept my first 
prayers and sacrifices for 
you. I wish to “adopt” 
you aS my missioner and 
aaa ak : to follow your doings by 
3 being a loyal Maryknoll 

Cours of Study Junior. Bon voyage! 
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not make yours a Catholic Will? You have obligations to your God 
as well as to yourself and your dependents. Consider the graph 
below tor a moment, and you will agree that it is well balanced 


and reasonable. 
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i YOUR YOUR S CHARITIES | THE FAITH 

q FAMILY | | FRIENDS I hould 

‘: | YOUR PARISH | ia gaat The great white Empresses hold 

4 I — every speed record to and from the 

a DIOCESAN OR CATHOLIC Orient. 10 days direct to Yokohama 

f NATIONAL INSTITUTIONS by Empress of Asia or Empress of 

i I a WILL » Russia. Only three more via Hawaii 

RK THE WORLD CHURCH < | by Empress of Japan, largest and 

4 (FOREIGN MISSIONS) fastest on the Pacific, or Empress of 

4 Canada. From California ports, con- 

a nect at Honolulu. 

Facilities available for the cele- 

e bration of Holy Mass. 

e From Vancouver and Victoria to 

4 Yokohama, Kobe, Nagasaki, Shang- 

3 hai, Hong Kong and Manila. Full 
The Maryknoll Fathers, details from YOUR TRAVEL AGENT 

or Canadian Pacific: 41 offices in the 

Maryknoll P.O., N.Y. United States and Canada. 


Please send me your free booklet “The Making cf a Catholic Will.” 
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Fathers Feeney, 
John McGinn and 
James McCormick 


in South China. 


AT THE HEAD 
OF THE TRAIL 


Twenty new Maryknoll missioners 
are leaving for the Far East. Will 
you start them along the mission trail? 


See page 203. 
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